EDITOR?  I  DON'T  EVEN  KNOW  HER! 


Can  it  be?  Holidays  are 
over?  They hadn'teven really 
started...  Personally  I  thirjt 
we  should  get  at  least  a  month 
and  a  half  to  alleviate  the 
stress  from  first  term  (then 
again,  I  haven't  yet  recovered 
from  Frosh  Week  and  the 
Farm).  By  the  time  January 
rolls  along,  most  people  are 
still  wiping  the  sweat  off  their 
brow  with  relief  that  exams  and  term  tests/papers  are  over  with.  What 
is  this  piddly  week  we  get  after  New  Year's?  It  hardly  constitutes  a 
holiday.  Two  weeks  is  flat  out  not  enough.  I  have  lost  count  of  the 
number  of  people  who,  when  I  asked  how  their  holidays  were,  re- 
plied 'Too  short".  1  know  I've  said  that  before.  Still,  I  guess  it  is 
better  than  starting  on  the  second  or  third  of  January,  which  is  what 
(unfortunately)  occurred  last  year. 

Anyways,  a  new  year,  a  new  term,  a  new  Herald...What  more 
can  I  say?  Actually,  I  guess  1  could  probably  say  a  couple  of  other 
things. 

First  of  all,  1  really  want  to  thank  everybody  that  contributed 
to  this  paper;  working  during  the  holidays  was  truly  above  and  be- 
yond the  call  of  duty.  I'd  also  like  to  point  out  ifs  not  too  late  to  start 
writing  for  the  Herald  if  you  haven't  already.  Hell,  ifs  never  too 
late...  This  is  Innis  College  after  all.  And  on  the  issue  of  tardiness,  the 
editor  of  the  Innis  Herald  hereby  pledges  to  have  the  newspaper  out 
on  time  for  the  rest  of  the  term(even  if  a  fifteen- minute  walk  to  class 
is  often  too  much  to  ask).  One  thing  must  be  taken  into  account 
though:  however  hard  the  editorial  staff  of  the  Herald  can  try,  we 
have  to  work  with  what  we've  got.  So,  1  beg  -  if  it  isn't  too  undigiu- 
fied  for  a  pompous  schmuck  like  myself  to  beg,  so  rather  I  entreat 
everybody  to  take  an  interest  and  write,  write,  write!  Or  take  photos 
for  that  matter...  Or  call  us  if  you  have  any  at  least  mildly  stimulating 
ideas. 


By  Joey  Schwartz 


Second,  I'd  like  to  answer  a  couple  of  questions  that  peo- 
ple have  been  pestering  me  with.  As  one  of  my  friends  said 
(eloquently,  I  thought),  "Lauren,  what  the  fuck  is  the  Bridge?" 
Well,  put  simply,  it  is  the  bridge  between  the  Entertairunent  sec- 
tion (Andy  and  Craig,  where  are  you?)  and  the  Music  section.  It 
origirially  came  about  when  Carrie  and  1  were  trying  to  figure 
out  where  articles/interviews  with  techno  and  rave-based  sub- 
ject matter  would  go.  This  prompted  us  to  cor\sider  a  lifestyles 
page...and  then  we  realized  that  that  would  be  cheesy.  The  Bridge 
is  classier  than  cheese.  Ifs  fromage,  thank  you  very  much.  It 
has  also  become  much  more  than  a  mere  space  for  Carrie  and  I 
to  flaunt  our  dread  fetish  and  make  everybody  suffer  through 
our  delirious  ramblings  -  it  truly  does  talk  of  the  weird'n' wacky 
lifestyles  of  the  authors  and  subjects  of  the  pieces  on  this  page. 
Honest.  Read  it  if  you  don't  believe  me. 

And  so  the  focus  goes  to  the  task  at  hand  and  for  a  while 
there  is  no  thought,  no  editorializing  ...  only  action  (and  more 
rambling). 

In  these  times  where  the  entire  Unversity  must  deal  with  budget 
cuts  and  a  long  cold  winter  (ifs  bloody  cold,eh?)  the  future  looks 
bleak.  We  must  live  as  though  surviving  through  another  day  is 
a  great  victory.  There  may  be  no  tomorrow,  so  we  must  live  for 
today...  Under  these  extreme  circumstances,  even  my  fromage 
is  acceptable.  So  when  the  newspaper  demands  a  more  sub- 
stantial editorial,  I  say  to  hell  with  that.  In  conforming  with  the 
recent  trend  of  nonconformity  around  this  newspaper,  I  say 
DON'T  EDITORIALIZE!  ACTT!  If  you  want  to  deal  with  some- 
thing, put  this  newspaper  down  and  get  on  the  phone  or  go  see 
somebody  who  can  help  you.  DO  IT  NOW! 


FOR  THE  COMMON  GOOD:  STUDENT  DAY  OF  ACTION  FEB.  7,  1996 


For  the  Common  Good:  a  lenii  that 
seems  to  be  increasingly  losing  its  meaning 
with  contemporary  govemmems,  especially 
the  provincial  govcmmenis  of  Ontario  and 
Alberta.  By  their  misunderstanding  of  what 
the  common  good  is,  can  there  be  any  under- 
standing of  the  myopic  decisions  these  gov- 
emmenls  have  made  with  regards  to  social 
policy,  education,  and  health.  Hence,  the  Feb- 
ruary 7.  1996  Student  Day  of  action,  is  de- 
signed lo  display  students'  grave  concerns, 
objections  and  solutions  lo  the  recent  cuts  to 
education  by  the  Mike  Hanis  government. 

What  is  the  government's  role  in  the 
Common  Good  of  its  citizenship?  To  derine 
the  government's  role  in  the  common  good, 
I'll  quote  John  Ralston  Saul  from  his  book, 
The  Unconscious  Civilization  :  "The  most 
powerful  force  possessed  by  the  individual 
citizen  is  her  own  government ...  the  individual 
has  no  other  large  organized  mechanism  that 
he  can  call  his  own  ....Government  is  the  only 
organized  mechanism  that  makes  possible  that 
level  of  shared  disinterest  known  as  the  pub- 
lic good.  Without  this  greater  interest  the  in- 
dividual is  reduced  lo  a  lesser,  narrower  being 
limited  to  immediate  needs." 

Now  that  government's  role  in  the  com- 
mon good  is  defined,  what  falls  under  the  com- 
mon good?  Education,  Health,  and  Social 
Policy.  The  rest  of  this  article  will  mostly  fo- 
cus on  the  government's  frontal  assault  on 
education. 

Education  is  acknowledged  to  be  essen- 
tial in  getting  a  decent  job  in  today's  infomia- 
tion  oriented  job  market  by  bolh  corporate  and 
government  officials.  So  why  then  is  the  gov- 
emmeni  cutting  funding  to  education,  when  it 
is  more  necessary  than  ever  before?  Could  the 
cutbacks'  rational  be  as.  Ralston  Saul  slates, 
the  corporate  ideology,  with  its  fixation  with 
"aligning  Iwsic  education  with  the  needs  of 
the  job  market,"  which  calls  for  the  reduction 
orelimination  — for  example  —  of  such  'su- 
perficially' appearing  non-utilitarian  disci- 
plines like  Philosophy,  Cinema  Studies  and 
Semiotics;  while  concunently  supporting  such 
'practical'  disciplines  as  professional  faculties 
that  have  a  potential  for  training  people  for 
'real'  jobs.  This  corporate  rational  is  actually 
producing  less  qualified  workers  because  Ihcy 
have  not  been  trained  to  critically  think.  As 
Saul  explains  it.  "A  student  who  graduates 
with  mechanistic  skills  and  none  of  the  habits 
of  thought  has  not  been  educated.  Such  peo- 
ple will  have  difficulty  playing  their  role  as 
citizens."  So  with  these  cutbacks  to  educa- 
tion we  are  being  reduced  by  the  corporate 
agenda  to  a  lesser,  narrower  being  limited  lo 
immediate  needs:  those  of  the  employer. 

Again,  the  government  has  lost  touch 
with  the  fact  that  it  should  be  acting  in  the 


public  good.  By  potentially  polarizing  the 
province's  population  into  educated  and  non- 
educated  people  (read  people  with  well  pay- 
ing jobs  and  people  with  low  paying  unskilled 
jobs  or  unemployment),  the  currently  large 
middle-class  is  endangered  of  disappearing. 
This  Americanization  of  Ontario's  population, 
with  its  growing  disparity  between  wealthy 
and  poor,  educated  and  non  educated,  will 
make  Ontario  a  far  more  dangerous  place  to 
live  and  work  in.  If  society  is  not  stable,  and 
Ontario  starts  losing  many  of  its  leverage 
points  in  the  world-marketplace  (which  by  the 
way  are  that  we  are  one  of  the  most  educated 
work  forces  in  the  world  and  are  a  fairiy  sta- 
ble society),  than  how  can  the  government  he 
said  lo  be  working  for  the  common  good?  It 
can't. 

The  educational  cuts  are  Ijeing  imple- 
mented by  the  Conservative  government's 
mammothly  draconian  omnibus  bill  (Bill  26), 
which  they  tried  lo  ram  through  the  legisla- 
ture before  the  Christmas  holidays.  The  bill 
gives  broad  powers  to  the  cabinet  and  will  take 
the  decision-making  process  on  important 
matters  OUTSIDE  of  parliament.  Does  this 
sound  like  the  actions  of  a  democratic  gov- 
ernment, thai  is  supposed  to  be  acting  for  the 
common  good,  and  not  against  it.?  No, 

So  what  has  ihe  government  cut?  Well, 
Finance  Minister  Emie  Eve's  "economic  state- 
ment' called  for  a  $400  million  cut  to  univer- 
sities and  colleges  (not  to  mention  another 
$400  million  for  primary  and  secondary  edu- 
cation!). To  make  the  cuts  appear  less  bleak 
then  they  are,  the  government  deliberately 
slated  the  percentage  of  the  cut  in  a  way  to 
minimize  it .  The  cuts  turned  out  to  be  an  ac- 
tual reduction  of  15%  from  provincial  fund- 
ing to  universities  and  colleges  and  NOTa  7% 
cut  as  they  made  it  out  to  be  (by  using  a  figure 


that  includes  expenditures  from  non-governmen- 
tal revenue). 

How  do  these  cuts  alTcct  the  University  of 
Toronto?  Its  share  in  the  cutting  spree  is  $56 
million.  The  University's  relevant  base  budget 
is  $43  ]  million  at  present  (according  to  THEIR 
figures).Obviously,  some  tinkering  with  the 
budget  will  have  lo  occur,  which  begs  the  ques- 
tion; Who  Will  be  cut?  These  cuts  will  be  fa- 
cilitated by  the  principle  of  "selectivity,"  the  ad- 
ministration's buzz  word  for  selective  cuts.  At 
this  time,  which  faculties,  departments  and  pro- 
grams will  be  affected  is  unknown;  hence,  we 
can  he  sure  that  the  decisions  lo  chop  programs 
will  be  due  less  to  educational  merit  than  how 
many  people  will  a  program  attract,  i.e.  cynically, 
how  much  more  money  can  we  make.  Obvi- 
ously, this  decision-making  process  is  negating 
the  public  good  principles  that  established  these 
programs  over  the  last  thirty-some  years,  and  tak- 
ing over  the  corporate  "mechanistic"  and  near- 
sighted immediate  needs  approach. 

The  provincial  government  has  already 
spoken  of  'rationalization.'  This  would  mean 
that  certain  programs  would  be  dropped  if  there 
is  duplication  at  another  university.  The  prob- 
lem is  that  the  process  may  not  he  'rational.'  The 
university  administration  fears  that  the  provin- 
cial government  may  dictate  the  terms  under 
which  rationalization  is  carried  out.  On  the  other 
hand,  if  all  the  universities  are  left  to  their  own 
devices  the  cuts  may  be  haphazard  and  even  less 
"rational." 

By  eliminating  programs  and  raising  tui- 
tion fees,  the  university  administration  hopes  to 
recover  the  lost  revenue  from  its  provincial 
sources.  What  has  been  obscured  (and  mis-re- 
ported in  the  press)  is  that  of  all  new  revenue 
from  tuition,  1 0%  must  be  spent  on  student  fund- 
ing (based  on  financial  need). That's  why  almost 
every  university  will  probably  charge  the  full 


Here  are  some  of  the  things  you  can  do  to  Tight  the  cuts: 

(1)  Phone  and  Fax  tu: 

•  Mike  Harris  lei.  325-1941  fax.  32S-3745 

•  John  Snobelen,  Minister  of  Education  and  TVaining  tel.  325-5225  fax. 
325-5221 

•  ErniL'  Eves,  Minister  of  Finance  lei.  325-0400  fax.  325-0374 

(2)  Call  the  Harris  HolUne:  (416)  351-0967.  Tliis  is  run  by  the  Metro  Network  for  Social 

Justice.  They  provide  daily  updates  oa  events,  meetings,  demonstrations,  etc.  If  you 
have  an  event  that  you  would  like  to  publicize  there,  fax  it  lo  445-8405  (altn.  Bill  Howes 
or  Janet  Conway,  specify  "for  hotline"). 

(3)  Pass  on  any  or  all  of  this  information  to  students  in  your  department, 
Crieads,  faniUics,  and  so  on, 

(4)  Contact  Ihe  Anti-Cuts  Coalition  at  the  Graduate  Students'  Union  to  help  fight  Ihe  culsl 

16         Baocrofl         Ave.         tel.         978-2391         fax.  971-2362 

e-mail:  Jamcs_Hocli@campuslire,utoronto.ca 
As  citizens,  we  ow  n  not  only  the  govermntnt,  but  also  our  educational  institutions.  The  cuts 

to  educational  funding  hurts  us  all.  Tjke  part  in  your  democracy  and  show  your 

contempt  for  Ihe  myopic  policies  that  will  \a  the  end,  harm  more  people  then  they 

help.  Attend  the  February  Day  of  action. 
Sources  for  this  anicle:  Graduate  Students  VniortrThe  Globe  and  MaU,  UoJT  Administration 


20%  in  order  to  receive  an  18%  increase  directed 
lo  the  operating  budget.  A  quote  from  an  ofTicial  U 
of  T  document:  "our  intention  [is]  to  use  the  full 
20%."  (Source:  Memo  lo  Principals,  Deans,  etc, 
Dec.  5,  1995)  The  intention  is  to  apply  the  20% 
increase  across  the  board.  A  quick  calculation  that 
assumes  zero  increase  in  the  $570  non-academic 
incidental  fees  and  a  20%  tuition  increase  yields  a 
total  of  around  $4262  for  the  full  domestic  fees. 
Tuition  fees  will  not  be  less  than  this,  but  they  could 
be  more. 

But  it  gets  worse.  International  students'  tui- 
tion will  be  completely  deregulated  as  fast  as  they 
can  do  it.  This  is  set  to  happen  before  September, 
1996.  It  is  unclear  what  the  market  will  bear,  but 
international  students'  tuition  may  be  more  in  some 
programs  than  it  is  now — and  what  we  have  now 
has  been  serving  as  a  deterrent  to  international  stu- 
dents for  years.  In  some  programmes,  however, 
international  students'  fees  may  be  lowered,  be- 
cause the  administration  realizes  that  high  tuition 
is  restrictive. 

Students  will  be  expected  lo  pay  for  these 
increases  by  either  having  the  kind  of  summer  job 
thai  can  cover  these  costs  (which  most  students  do 
not  have  access  to)  or  go  further  into  debt.  Income- 
contingent  loan  repayment  plans  (ICLRP)  are  ihe 
process  of  being  proposed  by  the  Harris  govern- 
ment. With  this  scheme,  the  government  has  pro- 
posed that  the  loan  will  slart  accumulating  interest 
equal  to  prime  plus  a  cost  of  borrowing  ( 1  -2%)  from 
the  day  the  loan  is  assumed.  What  does  that  mean 
lo  the  average  University  of  Toronto  student?  Given 
a  total  loan  of  $40,000,  a  student  will  owe  at  gradu- 
ation $49,000  because  of  the  interest  already  accu- 
mulated. If  the  student  pays  the  loan  otTat  $590  a 
month  (!)  it  will  lake  10  years  lo  pay  it  offal  a  total 
cost  of  $7 1 .000.  If  the  student  pays  the  loan  off  at 
$360  a  month,  it  will  take  30  years.  That  student 
will  have  paid  a  total  of  $  1 30,000  and  will  be  thirty 
years  older!  High  unemployment  among  recent 
graduates  guarantees  that  many  students  will 
NEVER  cam  enough  money  to  repay  their  educa- 
tion loans.  High  tuition  fees  will  lead  more  stu- 
dents to  take  out  student  loans. 

The  common  good  is  not  being  served  by 
creating  this  kind  of  debt  ridden  underclass.  Fur- 
thermore, fearing  such  financial  devastation,  many 
people  who  would  have  gone  to  University  in  the 
past,  will  not  go  and  thereby  further  impoverish 
themselves  and  the  province. 

More  information  on  the  cuts  and  the  Febru- 
ary 7, 1  996  day  of  action  can  be  gleaned  from  Anti- 
Cuts  Coalition  on  the  Internet  at  the  following  URL: 
http://www.utoronto.ca/acc  The  groups  in- 
volved with  the  Anti-Cuts  Coalition  are:  the  Arts 
and  Science  Students  union  (ASSU),  the  Associa- 
tion of  Part-time  Students  (APUS).  The  Graduate 
Students  Union  (GSU).  the  Students  Administra- 
tive Council  (SAC),  the  University  of  Toronto  Fac- 
ulty Association  (ITTFAC).  and  many  more  cam- 
pus groups. 


The  Meat  From  Ace  Newshound  Suzanne  Stephenson's  Interview  With 
Innis  Principal  John  Browne 


The  Meat  From  Ace  Newshound  Suzanne 
Stephenson*s  Exclusive  Interview  With  Innis 
Principal  John  Browne. 

SO  WHO  IS  JOHN  BROWNE  ANYWAY? 
John  Browne,  the  principal  of  Innis  College,  gradu- 
ated from  the  University  of  Toronto  with  a  Ph.D.  in 
classics.  There  were  no  jobs  available  in  his  field,  so 
he  joined  National  Health  and  Welfare  in  Ottawa.  He 
was  responsible  for  long-range  plannning,  and  a 
cross-Canada  study  of  health  centres.  Mr  Browne, 
returned  to  the  University  of  Toronto  Medical  School 
and  became  the  dean  of  planning.  He  sat  for  threee 
years  on  the  Innis  College  Council,  before  becoming 
principal  of  the  college  in  1984.  mr  Browne  teaches  a 
graduate  course  in  medicine. 

UPON  ASKING  MR.  BROWNE  WHER£  INNIS  IS 
GOING  IN  1996 

Two  years  ago,  a  university-wide  planning  process 
was  instigated.  The  college  submitted  a  plan  of 
objectives  to  be  accomplished  between  1995-2000, 
which  has  been  approved  by  the  provost.  The  state- 
ment makes  public  the  aim  of  providing  the  highest 
possible  quality  services  to  the  students,  such  as 
microcomputer,  math  and  stats  labs.  The  plan  also 
suggests  the  integration  of  programs  and  services  (for 
example,  E.N.S.U.,  writing.  library),  cooperating  for 
the  benefit  of  all.  Mr  Brown  also  hopes  that  integra- 
tion will  lake  place  between  the  new  residence  and 
the  college  itself.  The  move  from  Vlad  made  for  a 
rocky  first  year,  but  more  interplay  is  taking  place 
now.  The  last  major  goal  that  Innis  has  is  to  "teach 
ourselves"  and  communicate  findings  to  other 
universities.  Eaach  unit  within  Innis  has  small,  robust 
goals  for  itself  within  the  larger  plan.  For  example, 
the  registrar's  office  is  looking  towards  making 
registration  a  much  more  straightforward  procedure, 
perhaps  introducing  registration  by  e-mail. 
HOW  ARE  THE  BUDGET  CUTS  AND  TUITION 
INCREASES  GOING  TO  AFFECT  THE  COL- 
LEGE? 

There  will  be  a  bugget  reduction  at  Innis  of  7% 
between  1995-2000.  These  cuts  will  be  made  in  the 
administrative  section  of  Innis,  rather  than  directly 
affecting  students.  The  office  of  vice-principal  has 


already  been  eliminated,  the  responsibilities  divided  among 
the  remaining  administration.  It  was  first  announced  that  U 
of  T  would  be  suffering  a  cut  in  excess  of  fifty  million 
dollars.  The  college  has  a  budget  of  slightly  less  than  $3 
million.  The  cuts  will  be  folded  into  the  original  1995-2000 
plan,  rather  than  abandoning  the  original  framework.  For 
now  it  is  business  as  usual  at  Innis,  and  all  plans  still  stand. 
The  cuts  that  Innis  must  suffer  will  be  spread  over  a  period 
of  four  years,  with  the  deficit  running  highest  in  the  first 
year.The  effect  begins  on  May  1.  the  start  of  the  new  budget 
year,  in  which  Innis  will  have  to  bear  a  1 .5%  cut.  This 
amount  represents  a  quarter  of  the  amount  which  must  be 
reduced  over  four  yean.  The  Innis  College  Council  has 
decided  to  pay  now,  then  spend  a  year  (1996-7)  to  devise  a 
plan  of  how  to  take  the  balance  of  the  budget.  The  small 
divisions  of  Innis  may  be  pressed  very  hard,  as  larger  groups 
have  bigger  budgets.  The  Council  must  think  of  better  ways 
of  regrouping  activities  in  order  to  save  money  in  the  long 
term.  Innis  College  is  alright  for  now.  and  can  probably  find 
the  first  payment  without  much  difficulty,  but  the  next  few 
years  will  be  a  struggle. 

WELL  THE  CUTS  AFFECT  INNIS  SERVICES? 
The  Council  knows  how  it  plans  to  proceed  in  a  broad  way, 
but  the  specific  impact  on  Irmis  services  and  organizations  is 
at  present  unpredictable.  This  term  and  next,  the  committees 
and  College  Council  will  create  a  supplement  plan  of  how  to 
cope  with  internal  budget  constraints. 
WHAT  ABOUT  BURSARIES  AND  SCHOLARSHIPS? 
John  Browne  stressed  that  he  believes  Innis  scholarships  and 
bursaries  should  not  be  reduced  by  the  budget  cuts,  but  rather, 
increased.  The  provincial  government  is  actually  pushing  uni- 
versities in  the  direction  of  expanding  financial  awards.  One 
half  of  the  increased  tuition  fees  must  go  to  increased  student 
aid.  A  major  funding  plan  is  being  put  into  action  at  Innis  for 
1997,  and  scholarships  are  at  the  top  of  Mr.  Brown's  priority 
list.  An  additional  $10-20  million  is  being  requested  for  un- 
dergraduate scholarships,  which  will  be  awarded  in  propor- 
tion to  the  number  of  students  attending  Innis  College.  Within 
the  college.  Mr.  Browne  would  like  to  see  more  scholarships 
being  rededicated  to  increase  their  value.  The  greatest  finan- 
cial press  now  and  in  the  near  future  is  upon  the  Capital  Com- 
mittee for  Student  Aid.  Scholarships,  the  residence,  the  regis- 
trar and  counselling  services  will  be  constricted  by  the  cuts. 
How  drastic  diis  constriction  will  be  is  uncertain. 

John  Browne  realizes  how  tough  it  is  to  be  a  student 


today.  On  average,  a 
year  at  university 
costs  ten  thousand 
dollars,  and  that 
amount  continues  to 
increase.  Innis  stu- 
dents have  enough  to 
worry  about,  and  they 
need  the  student  serv- 
ices. Mr.  Browne  would  prefer  to  reduce  the  administration 
for  the  sake  of  student  services,  many  of  which  are  student- 
operated.  The  financial  state  of  Innis  could  be  better,  but  we 
are  not  in  a  dire  situation.  The  changes  being  made  to  cope 
with  the  budget  cuts  are,  in  many  cases,  changes  that  need  to 
be  made  anyway,  (i.e.  smooth  registration  and  course  selec- 
tion) After  this  year,  when  Innis  uses  l-1.5%ofit'sbudget,it 
must  think  carefiilly,  and  perhaps  confer  with  other  colleges. 
Inter-university  communication  will  become  essential  in  these 
trying  times. 

HOW  WILL  THE  ICSS  AND  HERALD  BE  AFFECTED? 
If  the  total  price  package  of  tuition  and  incidentals  becomes 
too  large,  some  student  societies  may  have  to  decrease  their 
fees.  The  students  running  these  organizations  may  have  to 
become  very  entrepreneurial,  and/or  seek  corporate  sponsor- 
ship to  supplement  their  costs.  The  effect  of  the  cuts  on  stu- 
dent societies  will  be  indirect  Only  Innis  students  can  an- 
swer their  expectation  of  groups  like  the  ICSS. 
FINAL  WORDS. 

John  Browne  sees  an  important  message  in  U  of  T's  approach 
to  the  budget  cuts.  The  plans  are  in  place,  after  being  widely 
circulated  and  debated  within  the  university.  The  University 
of  Toronto  can  feel  confident  that  the  framework  has  been 
constructed,  although  the  exact  answers  for  dealing  with  ex- 
freme  financial  strain  have  not  been  arrived  at.  Mr.  Browne 
knows  that  there  is  too  much  at  stake  not  to  think  and  plan 
carefully  for  the  cuts.  He  thinks  forward  to  what  students  8  or 
9  years  from  now  will  say  about  Irmis  (long  term)  problem 
solving.  Mr.  Browne  thinks  improper  planning  is  like  writing 
an  essay  at  the  last  minute;  fear  gets  in  the  way  of  plans  and 
the  mind  is  not  open  to  all  possibilities. 


What  could  be 
better  than  a  day  filled 
with  sun  (we  hope),  snow, 
speed,wind  and  cute 
snowboarding  boys?  The 
Irmis  ski  trip  is  coming  up 
soon  and  everyone  should 
be  getting  psyched  for  a 
great  day.  The  trip 
(unfortunatley  full)  is  on 
January  12  to  Blue 
Mountain.  The  conditions 
at  Blue  are  excellent  right 
now,  lots  of  natural  snow, 
and  about  50  runs  are 
open.  The  ski  club  is 
planning  more  trips  for  the 
term,  perhaps  on  week- 
ends so  that  more  people 
will  be  able  to  attend. 
Also,  all  you  serious 
skiiers  and  hardcore 
snow  boarders  should  talk 
to  James  Venuti.  If  there 
is  enough  interest,  the  club 
will  organize  a  longer  trip 
for  "reading"  week.  I  look 
forward  to  accelerating 
through  powder  at  top 
speeds,  and  trying  very 
hard  not  to  mug  out,  with 
a  beautiful  snowboarderat 
my  side... 


i  ESTA  ES  TU  PA6INA  DE  NOTICIAS!  SI  QUIEREf  ANUNCIAR  ALCUN 
ACONTECEMIENTOODESCUBRISTE  ALCUNA  NOTICIA  IMPRESIONANTE 
SOBRE  INNIS,  O  CUALQUIER  OTRO  LUCAR  (YO  TE  ESCUCHARE  -  ESTOY 
DESESPERADA),  POR  FAVOR  DEJE  SUS  ESCRITOS  Y  CUAD  RUPEDOS  EN  LA 
OFICINADEL  HERALD  (RM.305)  DIRICIDO  A  SUSANNA. 


Strangelove?  Yes,  Naked  Lunch! 

January  promises  to  be  a  good  month  for  movie  viewing  at  Innis  College. 
Free  Friday  Films  (Sponsored  by  SAC.  and  programmed  by  the  Cinema  Studies 
Students'  Union),  will  be  screening  35mm  film  prints  of  such  cult  classics  as: 
Naked  Lunch,  Doctor  Strangelove,  and  Bande  'a  Parte. 

David  Cronenberg's  1993  Naked  Lunch,  will  be  shown  on  Friday,  Janu- 
ary 12,  1996.  The  film  is  not  a  complete  adaptation  of  William  Burrough's 
famous  and  landmark  Beat  Generation  book  Naked  Lunch..  Rather  it  is  an  ex- 
ploration into  Burrough's  life  leading  up  to  the  publication  of  the  book.  The 
film's  narrative  is  decidedly  non-linear,  mostly  dream-like  in  construction;  just 
like  the  weirdly  bizarre  characters  that  populate  this  Sci-Fi/Horror/Trip  film 
(how's  that  for  categorization).  Things  to  watch  for  and  enjoy  include  mugwomps, 
and  that  all  pervasive  "bug-powder." 

What  is  there  to  say  to  about  Stanley  Kubrick,  other  than  he  is  the  greatest 
living  genius  in  American  cinema  today  (even  though  he  now  lives  in  the  United 
Kingdom).  Doctor  Strangelove,  or  How  I  Learned  to  Stop  Worrying  and  Love 
the  Bomb  (1964),  is  the  darkest  of  ail  'Black  Comedies.'  A  basic  theme  of  the 
film  is  that  even  with  all  our  failsafes.  our  technology  still  comes  back  to  mas- 
sage our  more  primitive  instincts:  sex  and  killing  or  creating  and  destroying. 
The  plot  moves  almost  in  real-time,  as  a  lunatic  air  force  general  orders  a  nu- 
clear bombing  attack  on  the  Soviet  Union,  without  the  permission  of  the  United 
States  government.  Peter  Sellers  plays  three  different  characters  in  the  film 
including  the  movie's  title  character  Doctor  Strangelove.  Other  performances 
not  to  be  missed  are  Slim  Pickins  as  Major  K.  Kong,  and  George  C.  Scott  as 
General  Buck  Tbrdgison. 

Jean  Luc-Godard,  another  cinematic  genus  and  one  of  the  fathers  of  con- 
temporary underground  or  non-mainstream  cinema,  is  responsible  for  Bande  'a 
Parte  (\965).  This  is  the  film  that  directly  influenced  Quentin  Tarantino  and  his 
film  shown  earlier  this  year  by  Free  Friday  Films.  Pulp  Fiction  (his  production 
company  is  also  called  "A  Band  Apart").  Like  most  Godard  films,  this  one  does 
not  contain  a  clear  linear  narrative,  nor  your  typical  editing  techniques  that  simu- 
late continuity  in  space  and  time.  A  great  film  to  warp  your  mind  by. 

For  more  information  about  tlicse  films  and  the  rest  of  Free  Friday  Films 
Schedule,  please  check-out  our  groooovy  WEBSITE  at:  http://www.lo.org/ 
~<ineaste/fff. 

All  films  are  shown  at  7:00  p.m.  in  Innis  Town  Hall,  Innis  College,  2  Sus- 
sex Ave.  just  north  of  Robarts  Library.  Come  out  and  have  your  mind  expanded, 
if  not  exploded. 
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A  Condom  Nation 

by  P.  Funk 

In  this  day  and  age  you 
can't  go  around  just  jumping  into 
bed  and  having  wild  sex  with  eve- 
ryone you  meet,  no  matter  how 
much  you  want  to.  You  see,  the 
sex  isn't  always  wild.  No,  seri- 
ously though,  there  are  zillions  of 
icky  diseases  you  could  catch  and 
the  potential  of  little  unwanted 
rug-rats  to  watch  out  for.  The 
most  widely  used  method  of  birth 
and  disease  control  by  swingin' 
students  is  the  prophylactic  device 
commonly  known  as  the  condom. 
Now,  even  though  my  step-father 
says  using  a  condom  is  like  sleep- 
ing with  socks  on,  you  know  and 
I  know  that  they  are  necessary; 
even  if  it  does  reduce  sensation,  a 
condom  also  reduces  your 
chances  of  being  the  recipient  of 
any  of  those  already  mentioned 
diseases  and  rug-rats.  So,  1  fig- 
ure we  could  all  benefit  from 
knowing  the  ups  and  downs,  ins 
and  outs  (pardon  the  pun)  of  To- 
ronto's available  condom  selec- 
tion... 

Starting  with  the  freebies, 
the  Kama  Sutra  condoms  often 
found  in  the  distinctive 
matchbook-like  "Innis  On  Us  In 
Us"  covers  plain  out  blov/.  Fric- 
tion, which  is  usually  a  good 
thing,  is  detrimental  to  these  silly 
little  pieces  of  latex;  so  unless  you 
have  a  less  than  average  sized 
Willie  on  your  hands  these  con- 
doms tend  to  rip  and  I've  even 
heard  tales  of  the  um... explosive 
nature  of  the  reservoir  tip.  Basi- 
cally, the  only  good  thing  about 
these  condoms  is  that  they  are 
free.  Which  doesn't  really  help 
that  much  since  they  don't  bloody 
work. 

Also  easily  available  for 
free  at  the  Koffler  centre  are  Af- 
ter Sevens,  both  lubricated  and 
(ouch)  dry.  Not  recommended  for 
extremely  well-endowed  men, 
these  rubbers  are  functional  and 
do  the  job.  Well,  you  do  the  job, 
but  the  point  is  that  you  can  do  it 
without  the  pesky  little  suckers 
breaking,  exploding,  multiplying 
or  other  such  catastrophic  happen- 
ings. Sometimes  if  you're  lucky 
they  may  just  have  put  out  a  box 
of  Sheik  condoms.  Sheik  is  one 
of  those  handy  bigname  brands 
that  gives  you  a  wide  variety  of 
types,  lubricated  with  spermicide. 


ribbed  or  extra-thin,  textured 
and  flavoured,  chocolate  and 
strawberry  coated.. .okay  now 
that's  not  true,  I  just  like  this 
brand. 

At  The  House  at  149 
Prince  Arthur  also  offers  free- 
bies, and  they  give  out  those 
funky  coloured  Life  Styles 
condoms,  yet  unless  you're 
kinda  weird  hot  pink  latex 
might  not  turn  you  on. ..I 
thought  that  I  was  at  least  un- 
conventional and  it  still  made 
me  laugh.  Still,  black  condoms 
are  very  sexy...  and  if  you  go 
to  the  Condom  Shack  on 
Queen  St  just  west  of  Univer- 
sity you  can  find  black  con- 
doms that  are  either  licorice  or 
black  currant  flavour. This 
brings  me  to  a  question  that 
plagued  me  for  a  short 
while.. .the  question  of  edible 
condoms.  Since  condoms  that 
you  can  eat  would  surely  be 
porous  then  wouldn't  that 
make  them  useless  for  their  in- 
tended purpose?  I  mean,  what 
with  having  holes  in  them  and 
all...  Anyhow,  the  lady  at  the 
Condom  Shack  told  me  that 
edible  condoms  are  novelty 
items  that  should  not  be  used 
if  you  intend  to  actually  get 
nekkid  (as  it  were).  But  since 
it's  a  condom  shop,  they  did 
stock  most  of  the  flavoured- 
but-not-edible  variety  (includ- 
ing passionfruit,  root  beer  and 
bubblegum)  because  frankly, 
most  lubricant  and  spermicide 
tastes  downright  awful.  I 
counted  24  different  kinds  of 
condoms. ..for  example,  con- 
doms shaped  and  wrapped  to 
look  like  chocolate  coins, 
japanese  condoms  that  were  so 
thin  I  was  too  scared  to  use 
them,  condom  earrings,  danc- 
ing condoms  and  many  many 
.  more.  Stud  condoms  are  inter- 
esting, they  boast  "extraordi- 
nary durability,  exceptionally 
thin  latex  and  a  textured  tick- 
ling tip  for  extra  sensation  and 
pleasure."  The  picture  of  the 
Chippendale-Iookalike  Stud 
representative  on  the  package 
definitely  wins  the  most  cheesy 
award.  The  condom's  not  bad 
either. 

Sensibly,  the  Condom 
Shack  also  stocks  Ramsses, 
Trojan  and  Ortho-Gynol  con- 
doms as  well.  These  are  other 
big  name  condom  brands  with 
fairiy  reliable  products  that  can 
be  found  at  the  average 
drugstore.  Trojan,  along  with 
being  the  first  big  company  to 
boast  a  "large"  size,  makes 
very  sturdy  condoms  lubri- 
cated with  nonoxynol-9  (a 
spermicide)  that  don't  smell 
too  spermicidal  and  their  plain 


ON  US 
IN  US 


There  once  was  a  man  from  Brazil, 
Whose  girlfriend  was  not  on  the  pill. 
With  a  bang  and  a  bonk, 
Magumph  squish  kerplonq, 
A  pregnancy  later  gave  Phil! 

Sometimes  a  condom  doth  break. 
As  a  result  of  a  cyclone  or  quake. 
The  latex  might  rip. 
From  the  base  to  the  tip. 
Unfurl  the  one-eyed  trouser  snake! 

-  L.Byron 


lubricant  is  ungreasy^  and  not 
ovetplenty.  Ramsses  are  nice  and  thin 
but  they  use  far  too  much  lubricant. 
Ortho-Gynols  are  what  they  gave  out 
for  free  in  my  high-school  sex-ed  class, 
and  are  efficient,  pretty  elastic-y  and 
can  take  the  heat.  There  seem  to  be 
very  few  condoms  that  are  lubricated 
with  spermicide,  thin,  ribbed,  fla- 
voured, textured  and  are  extra-large  all 
at  once...  How  unfortunate. 

I  only  came  across  one  female- 
intended  condom  in  my  extensive  (but 
fun)  research  for  this  article.  This  isn't 
discriminatory  or  anything,  but  they're 
butt-ugly.  They  look  like  sandwich 


baggies  only  deeper.  Dis-stinkly  unsexy. 
Until  those  wacky  scientist  dudes  cook  up 
something  more  aesthetically  pleasing  (or 
flat-out,  less  gross),  my  opinion  is  that  you 
should  stick  to  the  normal  kind.  Lambskin 
condoms  are  really  expensive,  very  thin 
and  don't  filter  out  disease.  These  run 
about  twenty  five  dollars  for  only  four.. .but 
you  can  find  at  least  one  kind  that  is  re- 
usable. Still...  this  rubber  certainly  ain't 
no  rubber. 

My  final  words  of  advice  to  the 
masses  on  the  subject  of  condoms  are  to 
keep  cool,  try  to  enjoy  the  performance  and 
don't  lose  your  head  under  pressure. 


O 


The  Perfumed  Garden 


by  James  Depew 

Know,  oh  Vizier,  the  posture  called  The  Mutual  View  of  the  Buttocks,  The  man 
lies  on  his  back,  and  the  woman,  turning  her  back  to  him,  sits  on  his  member.  He  now 
clasps  her  body  with  his  legs  and  she  leans  over  until  her  hands  touch  the  floor.  Thus 
supported  she  has  a  view  of  his  buttocks,  and  he  of  hers,  and  she  is  able  to  move 
conveniently.  This  position,  according  to  Sheikh  Nefzawi,  author  of  The  Perfumed 
Garden,  is  a  humorous  variant  which  is  visually  exciting  without  the  use  of  minors. 
Now  I  have  your  attention.  Upon  being  asked  to  write  a  piece  concerning  Tantric  sex, 
it  was  immediately  apparent  to  me  that  many  readers  would  appreciate  a  good  dose  of 
the  obscene  (yes,  even  me).  However,  after  further  consideration,  I  decided  that  I 
would  not  lower  myself  to  pander  to  the  readers  appetites,  and  would  instead  leave  this 
for  their  bedrooms  (or  offices,  cars,  rooftops,  what  have  you...).  So  without  proceeding 
into  a  list  of  sexual  positions,  the  length  of  which,  being  accumulated  over  centuries, 
would  run  this  paper  well  into  the  thousands  of  pages,  I  hope  to  provide  a  framework  of 
sexuality  that  would  allow  for  intelligent  and  heartfelt  experimentation.  The  uniniti- 
ated man  of  ancient  and  medieval  time  feared  the  succubus,  the  aberrant  demonness 
who  violated  the  proper  order  of  things  by  straddling  him  m  his  sleep,  and  sucking  his 
soul  away  In  the  case  of  modem  man,  art  has  fi-eed  the  way  for  what  Freud  called  'the 
return  of  the  repressed'  allowing  the  forbidden  to  bear  its  luscious  fruit.  Smdies  of 
American  sexual  behavior  in  the  fifties  found  that  in  general  the  working  classes  did 
not  indulge  in  oral  intercourse,  though  the  intelligentsia  revelled  in  it.  Most  often  it 
was  only  that  conscious  and  intelligent  elite  who  found  their  faces  literally  confronting 
their  genitals  in  a  mysteriously  compelling  act  that  seemed  to  touch  upon  the  very 
foundations  of  consciousness. 

One  of  Uie  midrashim  (folktale  variations  of  biblical  stories)  tells  of  Adam's  life 
in  paradise.  Adam  was  unhappy,  for  he  saw  that  the  animals  of  the  Garden  lived  in 
pairs  and  coupled,  though  he  was  alone.  Adam  undertook  coupling  with  the  beasts  in 
the  field  but  was  unsatisfied  and  cried  aloud,  'Every  creahire  but  I  has  a  proper  mate! ' 
God  was  moved  by  Adam's  whining  to  create  a  mate  for  him.  hi  the  manner  of  his 
making  Adam  of  dust,  He  made  Lillith  from  filth  and  sediment.  Upon  God's  presenta- 
tion of  Lillith  to  Adam,  Adam  was  overjoyed  and  quickly  set  to  mounting  her  in  the 
fashion  of  the  animals;  but  Lillith  protested  and  exclamed,  'Why  should  it  be  that  I  am 
on  the  bottom,  and  you  on  the  top?'  Priapic  Adam  was  in  no  mood  to  explain  appropri- 
ate sexual  etiquette(from  his  point  of  view)  and  so  he  simply  tried  to  compel  her  obedi- 
ence by  force.  In  her  fury,  Lillith  uttered  the  magic  name  of  God,  rose  into  the  air,  and 
left  him.  Lillith  is  often  seen  as  the  shadow  side  of  Shakti  (who  represents  the  divine 
feminine  as  Cosmic  Energy),  and  embodies  the  dislortional  psychic  energy  that  occurs 
when  one  seeks  to  experience  the  spiritual  while  still  maintaining  conu-ol  through  the 
ego. 

At  the  top  of  the  spinal  column,  the  brain  gives  Adam  his  mastery  of  lan- 


guage, and  his  tongue  gives  mastery  over 

element  of  air;  but  this  top-heavy  mas- 
tery is  incomplete  and  unmatched 
At  the  ba-se  of  (he  spuia!  column,  A<iam 
does  not  have  rou-^terv.  for  he  teets  lonely 
and  scxuaifv  incomplete.  ".As  ai)ove,  to 
below  '.  an  axiom  from  Hermetic  mvsti- 
cisra,  gives  a  vision  of  physlolotiv  >^  here 
the  tongue  Is  connected  to  the  peni';  via 
ette spinal  cord ,  One  organ  is  the  mas- 
tefof  the '*Togo.s  spermaticos,"  the  other 

the  maslsr  oi  the  seed  ol  hfe.  In  the  higher  regions  of  spirit,  the  spermatic 
word  IS  lunsttr  of  tlie  elements  of  tire  aud  air-.  In  the  lower  regions  of  matter, 
the.sperra  is  mas-lerofthe  elements  of  earth  and  water.  In  Lillith  the  symme- 
tr>  of  "as  ahoie,  so  below  '  is  complete,  for  she  has  the  female  lips  of  the 
mouth  »hKh  can  pronounce  the  magic  name  of  Cod,  and  the  female  lips  of 
the  vulva  fiiilow  which  can  receive  the  semen  of  Adam.  ■ 

I  1  he  revulsion  ot  Lilhlh  corresponds  to  the  rising  up  froin  the  subcon- 
scious that  which  would  he  denied  bv  the  rational,  male  consciousne«.  Like 
theouroboric serpent  which  turns  to  bile  Itsow-n  tall,  the  spinal  column  hrings 
together  the  mysteries  of  language  and  sexuality,  mouth  and  genitals.  What 
the  midrash  descnbes  is  not  simply  the  division  of  labor  in  a  patriarchal  soci- 
ety, but  the  structure  of  consciousness  as  It  Is  revealed  by  the  sacred  arcWtec- 
ture  of  the  human  body. 

This  ancient  physiology-  of  sacred  sexuahtv  survives  today,  iu  a  varietv 
ol  forms,  but  perhaps  most  popularly  in  that  oriantric  yoga.  In  practice  die 
Tantric  yogi  silently  intonesa  special  mantram.  While  reaching  states  in  metli- 
talion  wherein  the  vibralion  of  his  brain  reverberates(note  the  literal  mean- 
ing of  this  as  a  vibrating  word)  in  lus  spinal  column,  this  begins  to  stimulate  a 
sympathetic  resonance  at  the  base  of  the  spine,  lliis  vibralion  at  the  base  of 
thf;  spine  responds  to  the  vibration  intoned  with  tlie  mantram  in  the  brain, 
the  genitals  become  Hooded  with  another  feeling  of  vibration,  the  penis  er^^t, 
wtth  the  resulttog  vibration  in  the  brain  becoming  light,  intensely  energeflc, 
and  ecstatic.  In  Ttatra,  the  lall  into  the  body  Is  reversed  and  human  con- 
sciousness IS  able  to  excape  its  entrapment  in  matter.  In  the  religious  tradi- 
tions, and  here  I  emphasize  religious,  loss  of  semen  is  loss  nf  soul,  and  so  dre 
yogi  IS  counseled  to  abslam  Ironi  itx  so  th6  i^emiO'dl  flow  mij^Jii  t>e  r€Verscc^to 
rise  to  the  brain,  through  tlu-  cbakras,  or  energv  centres,  Oi  the  body  as 
.serpLfil  kundatim.  At  tlie  iopntost  chakra  (he  yogi^  energy  may  pass  oujof 
the  btidy,  nyomuisfht;  t.  (ismjc  Ocean,  or  matrix  of  ener^^v  that  underlie^II 
life.  ^ 
The  ant^itm  Jewi-ih  tradition,  too.  emphasi/L-d  the-  si-initiai  Him  In 
other  -•vtorjf.s  ol  the  inHlrashun,  Adam,  m  penance  lor  his  fall,  Mij-tUiiis  iVom 
alf  things  for  iMi  vt■ar^,  but  j,^  not  abfe  to  control  his  nocturaal 

cnjiniawnf.;  in  his  dream  ^ate  feinak-  spirits,  the  auccubae.  c«me  and  have 
mlercours-ewith  titm.and  with  Adam's  seed  thev  f^ive  birth  to  demons.  When 
myn  dotvjiiot  fatjcthc  iiistincitvfaiid  the  unconscious,  when  his  consciousness 
ibSphl  between  tht.'  d;i\l!^hi  of  his  waking  state  and  the  nif^httime  of  his  Un- 
coii.-rttou.>.  dreams,  then  !ic  projects  his  desires  and  gives  birih  to  halluciija- 
tiOiis  m  Ins  psyche.  In  other  word.s.  (lie  succubaeciiinb  on  fop  ot  him  and  ijse 
his  pu«er  lo^ive  birth  to  di^Rioni.  In  lantric  intercourse,  or  maithuna,  nei- 
thef  tbe  maO  nor  the  woman  ls  on  1h'-  buttom  in  the  sense  of  inferioritv.  but 
boih  sit  iR  e<^iiaiitv.  face  to  Tace. 

iantric  phvMoIn^v  mav  ^kmis  on  (he  ma^ncaJ  auminosity  of  the  male 
senieu,  but  the  twpenence  ot  She  avvakenm:;  of  kundaUni  is  not  an  exclusively 
male  phenomenon.  With  womeis.  thf  menstrual  blood  is  seen  as  the  carrier  of 
power,  ant!  tijc  wumb  is  wen  as  a  sacnsd  vessel.  The  spinal  polarity  m  women 
is  tiot  bt-tvvelin  tlieyemlalsijnd  the  brani,  but  between  the  heart  and  the  womb. 
Intne  nitensc  rthgiotii  praujces  ui  the  YOginii  ornuns.  the  menstrual  period 
can  stop  aitogeihcr.  Arrcstini-  the  eneri^vlpnina)  associated  with  lunar  men- 
struiUion  ^1op.s  time  and  the  %vomau  is  (alien  up  uitu  eternity,  giving  birth  to 
hetseif.  Now,  whereas  the  e.vperit-uce  of  the  aviakenlng  of  kundalmi  m  man 
flood-'s  the  genitals  and  causes  sponlaneoiLS  t-recnan,  the  equivalent  experi- 
ence m  the  woman  causes  an  ecsEafic  rapture  that  can  be  described  as  an 
'orgasm  of  the  heart. 't  pon  e\ai!unation  ot  the  staff  of  the  Roman  god  Mer- 
curj'.  the  cadusceu^,  Usd  snake>^  are  seen  to  eoii  around  a  central  rod  sur- 
mounted bv  t^vo  wmn^oia  bird  on  top.  An  bniiafe  of  Tantric  yoga  knows  that 
the  two  snake.';  s>inboiize  the  two  nerve  chaimeis.  the  ida  and  pingala,  which 
spiral  around  the  centrai  passagewav,  the  susluimna.  of  the  spinal  column. 
1  Uc-imKesvmbobzes  the  t-hthonic  force,  the  kmidabni,  and  the  bird  the  higher 
realms  oi  consciousness,  the  bemg  which  Ls  hherated  and  tlies  otf  to  heaven. 
Among  diiTerent  cultures  earound  the  world  this  Knov^lcd^o  is  rendered  in 
the  imafierv  parficuiar  to  a  place.  In  India,  lite  irna^e  ol  a  lotus  is  u^ed.  A 
lotu.s  has  Its  roots  ui  mud  ahe  subeonsCHcnti.  imO  has  a  slender  sphi.-il  stem 
M'hich  p&sses  through  the  »ater  tlhe  physical  plane  ot  conseiousnessj.  It  then 
bloss(imM  i>on  the  \Yaier,  Eacmg  up  to  thesiui  (thesuperco'iscious).  in  Mewco 
the  utia-ie  is  a  tree  m  the  juiiijIc:  jis  roots  are  in  darkness  and  its  sphial  trunk 
n.ses  up  in  the  dappled  b^ht.  and  there  on  the  tup  of  flie  tree,  facing  toward 
the  suu,  the  brtllianUv  coloured  Quetzal  ebird  makes  its  ne.sf.  for  the  snake 
to  nsc  up  the  tJ'ee  to  Jmd  Lhc  ^kv  and  beeunu  u  bird,  or  a  plumed  serpent  - 
QuetiiaUoall  - vofja  expressed  hi  anaent  .MeMcn,  \\hi.-n'Hsm  aneient  t.gvpt, 
the  raismg  ofiumdalnu  Mas  depicted  n\  the  ruismi;  the  d|ed  pdlur  ot  the  god 
Oshis, 

In  anv  case.  U  would  seem  that  niaiiv  oi  our  prL-coucepttoiis  about  our 
sexuality  and  ho«  d  a-!ate.s  to  others,  nia\  be  drawiu  to  .some  eNteut.  from  the 
sacred  traditions  which  root  culture.  U  mav  also  be  possible  that  tlierc  are 
sofiie  lessons  to  be  learned  from  thisie^iiial  hesiorv  i  vou  didn  1  thmk  you  knew 
It  all,  did  you?)  bo  the  nexi  time  the  hj^Uts  go  out,  and  ttsjust  a  shek  ol  sweat 
between  vou  and  the  next  clo.seit  heartbeat,  vou  II  know  who  s  lo  be  on  fop. 

!      "What  you  call  passion  is  not  .spiritual  force,  but  triefion  bet«eeu  the 
sou!  and  the  outside  \vorid,  *  -Herinan  Heiae  ■^■■■^^^-.-^  J 


IMS 


lasy  Skanking 

(sorry,  that's  skating) 

the  second  addition  to  the 
Winter  sports  for  Stoners 


You  know,  every  so  often  the  time  will  come 
when  you  jusl  need  to  gel  outside  and  play...  even  if 
you're  a  lazy  bum  like  myself  that  has  a  phobia  of 
weather  colder  then  about  zero.  A  really  good  way  to 
enjoy  winter's  gifts  is  to  smoke  a  joint  under  a  pine  tree 
and  go  ice  skating.  I  realized  today  when  I  talked  to  a 
friend  (to  invite  them  to  come  skating)  that  1  had  as- 
sumed that  everybody  had  ice  skates  and  that  skating 
was  a  part  of  everybody's  childhood  like  it  was  mine. 
Ix-nay.  Not  only  did  my  friend  not  have  skates,  she 
hadn't  gone  skating  since  she  was  eight  years  old.  1 
was  inordinately  shocked.  So  shocked  in  fact,  that  I  for- 
got to  be  nervous  that  I  hadn't  gone  skating  in  about 
seven  years  myself  and  was  about  to  risk  my  life  on  an 
ice  rink  to  drag  my  sorry  ass  around  in  concentric  cir- 
cles on  two  narrow  blades  of  metal. 

It  was  a  zen  experience.  The  sound  of  my  skates 
grating  on  the  ice  was  rhythmic  and  strangely  soothing. 
As  I  glided  smoothly  over  the  ice,  remembering  how  to 
cross  my  feet  over  each  other  and  daringly  attempting 
to  skate  backwards.  1  realized  that  if  I  looked 
up  into  the  night  sky  I  could  see  millions  of  fat  white 
snow  flakes  falling  to  the  ground  mingling  with  the  stars. 
At  first  1  thought  I  was  really  stoned  and  seeing  spots, 
but  ihcn  my  vision  cleared  and  I  realized  just  how  beau- 
tiful winter  could  be...  Cheesy  but  true.  One  of  the  best 
things  about  the  altered  state  of  consciousness  is  the 


surroundings.There  are  some  good  places  to  the  Aura  Lee  playing  field  just  north  of  Sus- 

smoke'n 'skate  outside  in  Toronto.  sex  a  block  west  of  Spadina.  You  can't  smoke 

When  winter  is  as  cold  and  crisp  as  it  on  the  ice,  but  there  is  a  swMl 

has  been  lately,  being  outside  and  surrounded  by  whole  bloody  field 

nature  combined  with  ice  skating  is  truly  a  Bring  a  friend, ' 

meditational  happening.  The  public  rink  at  throw  a  rave, 

Christie  Pits  (Bloor  and  Christie)  is  pretty  good.  Enjoy 

and  is  open  until  ten  at  night.  The  skating  at-  dp-zzlii 
tendant  on  the  weekend  is  a  stoner,  so  you  can 
smoke  by  the  rink.  But  walch  out  for  children, 
families  and  undercover  cops  looking  to  nab 
small  time  park  dudes.  Never  buy  from  the 
guys  here;  they  will  rip  you  off  and  insult 
physicaljgBttHhlPU  walk  away. 

vorld.  At 
The 
Kmade 
gion  of  soldiers  thai 

1  thed^l^  of  wmler  to  fight    ^  -i^— - 

312  aidfhe  entire  she4of  ice  under-  outandjo^^ffofyou, 

giving  way  and  all  o|-the  thousand  there  are  lols'^f  good  i 
nalny  to  th^irfleaths|nth(|jMMfclate  after  your  advw^^ 
tersof  one  ofWdeepest  jdlfc  along  iJiet58i^^||i|0^'s  Lounge  wil 
Horseshoe.  Th^^u^  'yf^faT|iou^  tourist  at- wi|fefi|^ej  "  opporti 

:'s  the  mui^^^^d  if  you  f( 

a  meringue  6i  ^Jtt^eo  or  ihree^ 

1  there  the  street  and  6oi^  down 

the  menco. 

i^d-  There  are  a  couple  of  thinp|?^ 

t^at  to  remember  while  skating  ston«^ 

lete  get  to  drink  water,  watch  where-^|^go^ 
ing  and  TIE  YOUR  SKATES  C^^'CM'- 
-     --      ■  ■       ■     ■  ^ighti^ 


^^^^^^  tourist  at- 

traction,., okay, 
cool  (literally)  i 
feeling  of  histor 
are  pits  for  bonfir 
parameters.  It's 
ing  places  to  smot 
it's  so  huge  that  a  hotbox  would  ■ 
impossibility. 

Nearcampus,youcangotoJeanSibelius  ABLY!!!  I  found  that  tying  themt 
park  between  Brunswick  and  Kendal  avenues  made  my  feet  go  numb  (a  very 
north  of  Bloor.  It's  a  nice  rink  speedily  created  ence)  and  tying  them  too  looselyj 
by  Toronto  Parks  &  Recreation  with  the  aid  of  ficient  ankle  support  and  you  w| 
garden  hoses  but  is  well  tended.  Fun  and  soli-  ing  rather  ungraceful  and  wol' 
tary  in  the  evening,  you  can  smoke  joints  as  big  wobbly  while  being  baked  on^ 
as  your  leg  on  this  rink,  but  every  now  and  again  inevitable  because  you  have  to* 
you  have  to  hide  them  from  the  neighbourhood  zen  water  is  goddamn  slippersf^tuff.  But 
residents  walking  their  dogs.  This  park  is  the  Big-  fortunately  my  knees.stopped  trf  mblmg  af- 
Bop,  Class  A  canine  meat  market.  Here  you  can  ter  the  first  few  mmuies  and  l  jusi  got  into 
witness  with  your  own  red  eyes  the  love  affair  of  the  groove  of  it.  Thai  s  whatstoner  skating 
Mitzi  the  poodle  and  BowzertheSchnauzer...  but  Is,  it's  a  groove  thang,  it  s  a  iri^  unto  itself 
I'm  getting  off  topic  again.  and  holy  muesli  Batman  it's  ^en  bloody 


heightening  of  your  awareness  of  the  beauty  of  your    Even  closer  to  campus  is  the  Robert  St.  Rink  by  good  for  you.  Imagiqe  that. 


by  Damian  Tamopolsky 


Olum  Mike 


As  co-edilor  of  the  Innis  Herald,  I  am  [foijiifnilv  told  to  bugger  off  up  to  my 
room  without  dessert  unUl  I've  learnt  some  decent  munners.  I  don't  mmd  though, 
because  it  gives  me  the  chance  to  ftfrite  self-mdulgent  columns  and  work  on  my 
zen  poker  game.  When  I'm  sltUng  up  in  that  roqst  alone  tfeough,  thoughts  come, 
and  while  there  is  little  I  hate  more  \B  daily  life  than  being  lacerated  m  print  by 
Infertile  whmmg,  the  thoughts  go  something  like  this: 

As  co-editor  of  the  Innis  Hefald.  I  am  frequently  asked  to  donate  various  limbs  lo 
Frank  "Shady"  Glasses  &  Partners,  'exporlttrs  ofluxurY  cosmetic  products  and 
limbs'.  I  don't  mind  though,  because  comparativelv  drunk  (legless,  oh  dear)  and 
harmless  (armless?  oh  no«.),  I  rest  on  the  floor  of  my  roost  and  thmk  about  this 
newspaper,  child  of  endle^  sweat  and  foil  of  numberless  Jipoilt  proponents  of  the 
dass  struggle.  And,  bugger  it,  though  ^here's  nothing  i  hate  more  than  a  self- 
mdulgent  masturbatory  siiwlb'Yiiat  only  the  co-editor  and  his  'fnead'  will  read, 
here  it  is;  frankly,  the  Herald  needs  yoU.  Not  m  the  waj  it  npeds  money  or  sexu- 
mly  deviant  marsupials,  but  it  needs  you  nonelheiess.  ^l's  you've  read  it  before,  I 
^ow.how  blah  hlkti  blah  if  you  w  ant  lo  read  soraelhmg  vvprtjiwhile  you'd  better 
i|rite  it  yourself  blahil)|ah  blah  and  until  bv  a  mixture  of  mafia  hits  and  shamanic 
^tual  1  fell  into  the  co-editoFShtp  I'fl  read  it  tciE*.  Only  different,  because  it  was 
Ipe,  and  I  was  wearinsfl  tweed  jafkm.  Now  1  wnfi?  it.  f ht;  Hera^does  need  you, 
tf)  take  photographs;  dravs"  picture,^;, '  lav  oiii  (Uiib  bit  (s  especially  fun)  and  to 
^ite.  For  writing  Is  truly  Hit  biood  ol  the  Jiernld.  Wrjlmg  flows -through  each 
Bsue,  makes  the  Herald  blu^ii  il  vuu  tcU  a  diriy  juke  iilw^ut  it,  spills  wi  unto  the 
Obor  when  you  cut  up  vour  Hcniid  to  Imc  vuur  budgie  ca^t  w  ith  it,  trunsmits 
l|^fectlous  diseases  to  tfie  (jtlu-r  in.\vspapur;i  on  cinnpnv,  and  vt  on-  Without  it,  the 
Berald  would  be  very  cmpi'v.  Jnui^iiit  tlits  cotunui  wttlioiti  ^ntingmll!  i  know, it 
Souldn't  bu  that  dilTc'Ctent,  luid  it  mtfihi  even  ncbtiitt^r.  hoi  tmiu^me-U  it  was  your 
Uof^^^OQZiriL:  liver  t,'Vi.T>'une'K  li:inds  iis  llitv  puikcd  sou  up,  massaging  all  those 
lM)UCtde6^  Into  (s  tcddv  miiis.  lr;in'tii'.L(l  irun  uitiiT  viirisi'touSfu:S,sCS.  If  you  were 
prettv  fiujugli.  VI lU  couJd  'yi.n  i>>.<  oim.-  uk'  fii-.'fiihii.  find  ^lcl^^  -.hi  jrticle  (your 
Dwn  hkrt*d!}  with;  .  .     '  . 

^fc  Cii-udilof  uf  Iby  lltTnldj  [  ma  !n:()uefi)lY  asked  to  Iransnut  rogersome  "Dead 
fut^Ls  StJCielv  fiKc  to  autioA.  idl  of  whiiJi  I  balt.siaci:  lam  of  the  contempla- 
tive nuturt,  If  I  wcie  ri;Hiiinsi  this,  t  should  Ki»nv  ivell  that  the  trigeworlhy 
itfvMs  of  some  posi-uduk-sconi  nitti  the  nund  of  a  protu/oun  palling  upon  me  to 
^ke  up  an  un-iecnitne  pen  wbuid  be  ihf  insi  :hmi;  ihdt  v,  ould  make  me  do  it  If  I 
«crt  wntiiiii.  1  ^\oiiid  write,  and  pcrhupf-  rmi  fur  the  Herald-  But  I  might  have 
picked  up  the  ntwspuiitr  unvitiiv.  if  onlv  lo  bfeal  some  ideas,  and  then  I  might  be 
^eltinii  ufuiiiid  to  Ihi!ihne.  finishhi^lhissi^silenci;,  mid  I  mi^ht  be  thinking 'Jeepers 
((fcrgeujill  f  can  dn  better  tbaj\  thi-.!  .lii.st  give  me  the  Olivetti  and  a  pair  of  ugly 
^uckl)]l^^  luid  1  11  brtve  'dii  iiiTicle  for  vou  by  inommg!'  Inia^iiing  I  were  the  co- 
editor  y^am,  for  nl!  mv  cvnicisnt.  1  d  kimw  I  d  ^vnlc  Iht  bluudy  call  for  submis- 
sions anv"'>v.  new  vcjir  i  esolutiuii**  and  nil  thtil,  and  I'd  mohably  be  getting  lo 
Rruuiid  tins  senitiice  loo.  be'jsiny  for  \vntini;  on  anvihin^  fr^jfflrt{|KMlfe  in  Sao 

|nvsC-lt  inio  sut>ini!Iins;  K'mcihinL?  R-jgni  '■>!  ihf  liki  buiiilm);  at  InnfS.'v.'lioever  I 
IEi8iiiJioLbii,.ixiiiiinc  to.jmceURE.  [jiLsitimi  tio^n  wiii^^LjUill  dippcd.uriaptop  in  lap 
:miJ  blaning  wilh  sumelhing  hke; 

.n£  co-editor  of  the  Innis  Herald.  I  am  frequently  asked  to  just  hand  m  the  sodding 
zjlicle  and  make  the  tea. 


The  Ten  St; 
Surviv 


THE 
INNIS 
HERALD 
PHOTO 

CONTEST 

Can  you  take  pretty  pic- 
tures? Or  can  you  do 
weird  things  with  a 
camera?  (Actually,  we 
don't  want  to  know 
what  exactly  you  can 
you  can  do  with  your 
camera,  we  want  the 
photographic  results.) 
Either  way,  any  way  for 
that  matter,  we  just  want 
some  neat  pictxires,  pref- 
erably not  too  obscene 
to  print  (but  they're 
okay  anyway.. .we  just 
can't  publish  them).  We 
are  offering  a  meagre 
award  of  a  Sutherland 
Chan  massage  to  the 
first  place  photo  and 
three  rolls  of  film  for  the 
second  place  photo.  So, 
if  you're  interested  in 
submitting  a  photo  or 
three^  then  drop  them 
off  to  us  at  room  305 
Innis  College. 


As  the  glaciers  creep  closer  to  our  great  Toronto  pro- 
trusion, it  is  time  to  once  again  look  at  what  it  would  be  like 
to  freeze  over  in  a  bad-ass  ice  age.  In  fact,  if  you  look  closely 
at  the  Northern  honzon  from  atop  of  our  CN  Tower,  you  will 
understand  this  to  be  true,  The  ice  age  is  coming,  my  friends,  and  we  must  prepare. 

STAGE  ONE:  Intoxicants.  Load  up,  baby.  When  this  thing  strikes,  you're  going  to  want  to  be  hammered.  Not 
to  mention  the  fact  thatalcohol  and  other  mind  altering  substances  are  made  to  stand  up  to  the  cold  for  just  such 
a  day.  Stick  any  bottle  with  a  high  alcohol  content  in  the  snow  for  a  few  hours  and  its  still  fully  drinkable. 
Tastier,  in  fact.  As  for  smoke  -  just  be  sure  to  have  a  hell  of  a  lot  of  matches  in  whatever  shelter  you  choose. 
STAGE  TWO:  Warm  Clothing.  It  cannot  be  stressed  enough  how  invaluable  a  couple  of  sweaters  will  prove. 
Make  sure  they're  designed  with  wintry  themes.  It  is  clear  that  in  order  to  maintain  peace  of  mind  during  an  ice 
age  one  must  completely  forget  the  concept  of  warm  sun.  Summer?  What  the  hell  is  that?  Grass?  Isn't  that 
what  we  smoke  to  forget  the  frost  caked  on  our  beards?  As  soon  as  the  glaciers  begin  their  advance  we  must 
immediately  adopt  a  policy  of  full  self-deception 

STAGE  THREE:  Canned  Meat.  Even  if  the  ice  age  never  shows,  it's  imperative  you  have  a  lot  of  this  stuff 
around  at  all  times.  It's  just  so  damn  good. 

STAGE  FOUR:  A  Warm  Shelter.  Begin  work  immediately  on  a  hut  made  entirely  out  of  the  reactive  powder 
in  Hot  Shots  mit  warmers.  You  will  also  need  a  powerful  crane  and  a  hook  so  as  to  shake  and  shimmy  your 
shelter  around  every  few  hours  to  activate  the  warmth. 

STAGE  FIVE:  Weaponry.  When  the  ice  age  strikes,  the  weak  become  food.  Without  a  collection  of  crossbows 
and  guns,  some  one  could  easily  enter  your  hot-shot  shelter  and  boil  your  ass  with  some  vegeubles.  Canned 
meat  can  help  here  as  a  distraction  or  to  buy  time. 

STAGE  SIX:  Body  Hair.  Toss  your  razors,  blow  up  your  shaving  cream.  You're  going  to  need  all  the  fur  you  can 
get.  Not  only  can  body  hair  up  your  warmth,  but  exploding  highly  pressurized  bottles  of  shaving  cream 
can  keep  you  entertained  for  hours. 

STAGE  SEVEN:  Snow  seal  your  cracks.  You  will  find  snow  angels  and  ice  sculpture  to  be  your  new  hobbies. 
Hell,  they'll  be  everyone's  hobby.  So  as  to  keep  snow  out  of  your  crevices  and  orifices  I  recommend  a  full  snow 
sealing  of  your  body.  Ski  wax  and  shoe  polish  work  well. 

STAGE  EIGHT:  Make  use  of  frozen  pets.  Unfortunately,  not  everything  will  survive  a  glacial  onslaught.  A 
frozen  dog  can  make  a  fabulous  rocking  horse  with  a  couple  of  curved,  wooden  planks  on  its  paws.  Look  to 
rodents  (gerbils,  hamsters,  guinea  pigs)  as  bookends  and  centres  for  big,  painful  snowballs.  A  solid,  frosty  cat 
will  always  be  admired  as  a  lawn  ornament  or  hair  brush  if  you're  lucky  enough  for  it's  fur  to 
freeze  in  even,  well-spaced  chunks. 

STAGE  NINE:  Suck  up  to  Norwegians.  Norwegian  mythology  has  always  had  it  that  the  world  will  end  in  a 
great  winter  that  will  freeze  the  very  seas.  These  decades  of  preparation  will  make  them  indispensable  in  your 
sub-zero  existence.  I  recommend  luring  them  with  salted  ham,  peanuts  and  mulled  wine.  I've  also  known  a  few 
Norwegians  to  respond  well  to  cheese. 

STAGETEN:  Don't  Scream.  Just  don't,  it's  too  loud  and  it  won't  help.  Not  to  mention  the  fact  that  you'll 
usually  be  hung-over^  It  should  be  noted  that  if  a  Norwegian  asks  you  to  scream,  it  is  acceptable.  Don't  be 
fooled  by  the  wily  Swedes,  however.  Even  if  they  try  to  coax  you  into  screaming  wilh  attractive  smiles  and 
chocolate.  If  you  find  yourself  templed  launch  a  gerbil-centred  snowball  at  theu-  leader  and  chuckle  confidently. 

If  you  follow  this  ten-stage  program,  you  will  walk  gloriously  on  the  ice-caps  and  step  lightly  through  the  snow 
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Twelve  Angry  Monkeys 

Damian  Tamopolsky 

Monkeys  have  been  getting  a  bad  press  lately, 
which  striltes  me  as  terribly  unfair;  1  mean,  some  of 
my  best  friends  are  monkeys.  From  Planet  of  the  Apes 
on,  and  even  before  (remember  Cheetah,  Tartan's 
"best  friend"?),  the  monkey  metaphor  has  been  an 
easy  way  out  for  filmmakers  eager  to  make  some  pro- 
found statement  on  the  human  condition  but  too  lazy 
to  think  of  an  original  way  to  do  it.  Our  hairy  cousins 
are  like  us,  closely  related  to  us,  but,  ah-hah,  strangely 
different!  Different  enough  to  reflect  and  skew.  Fas- 
cinating! In  the  Apes  flicks  they're  enough  like  us 
that  we  recognise  ourselves,  and  see  what  a  mistake 
it  was  to  blow  up  the  Statue  of  Liberty,  or  something. 
Deep,  I  know.  Monkeys  really  are  ready  made  for  this 
sort  of  thing,  and  the  tiresome  use  of  them  continues 
through  80s  aggression,  when  a  Rollins  song  about 
drug  addiction  turns  into  a  messy  rant  like: 

You  are  looking  at  the  monkey,  and  the  mon- 
key begins  to  grow.  And  pretty  soon  all  you  can  see  is 
the  monkey.  Look  deeper  into  the  monkey's  eyes.  Pretty 
soon,  all  you  can  see  are  the  monkey's  eyes.  And  pretty 
soon,  the  monkey's  eyes  become  your  eyes.. .BAD 
MONKEY!  BAD  MONKEY!  BAD  MONKEY!  (shout- 
ing) 

Monkey  see,  monkey  do,  monkey  will  destroy 

you! 

But  enough  of  that.  The  monkey  shows  us 
another  tinge  in  the  tragic  Oedipal/masturbatory 
sagaSpanking  the  Monkey,  which  despite  the  protests 
of  animal-rights  activists,  is  apparently  actually  not 
bad.  The  monkey  as  past,  the  monkey  as  foreign,  and 
yet  the  monkey  as  mother  Lovely. 

In  this  light,  it  is  perhaps  a  shame  that  Terry 
Gilliam's  latest.  Twelve  Monkeys,  doesn't  play  the 
monkey  card  more  strongly.  BAD  MONKEY!  The 
possibilities  are  intricate,  with  the  twelve  monkeys 
as  apostles,  or  months,  the  tribes  of  Israel,  the  days  of 
Christmas.  However,  Gilliam  doesn't  think  to  explore 
this;  he  draws  the  viewer  in  with  the  talk  of  monkey 
monkey,  but  as  it  turns  out  the  fim  is  only  marginally 
about  monkeys,  so  you  have  every  right  to  feel  cheated 
if  you  expected  a  decent  primate  feature.  In  this  sense 
it  is  rather  like  the  Marx  Brothers'  near-classic  "Mon- 
key Business",  which  was  hilarious  but  hardly  had 
any  monkeys  in  it  at  all,  unless  you  count  Zeppo. 
Twel:ve  Monkeys  does  feature  the  aptly-named  'Army 
of  the  Twelve  Monkeys',  which  bodes  well,  and  they 
do  seem  to  be  planning  some  sort  of  monkey-based 
apocalypse  (BAD  MONKEY!  Don't  you  love  saying 
that?)  but  I  counted  screen  time  for  monkeys  in  a  long 
film  at  about  38  seconds. 

Of  course,  matters  improve  if  you  count  Bruce 
Willis  in  the  monkey  category,  since  he's  in  about 
every  bloody  scene,  and  this  does  return  us  handily 
to  the  whole  question  of  man-monkey-metaphor,  but 
I'm  damned  if  I'm  going  to  consider  Bruce  Willis  a 
stand  in  for  me,  smirk  or  no  smirk.  Terry  should  have 
known  better. 

The  film,  rest  assured,  does  look  gt^at,  and 
despite  the  relative  absence  of  monkeys  is  disturb- 
ingly entertaining.  Gilliam's  production  designers  do 
the  business  again,  with  a  dystopian  future  that  looks 
a  lot  like  Brazil,  but  with  more  plastic  (if  too  few 
monkeys).  If  you  can  put  up  with  anodier  farty  inter- 
connecting parallel  narrative,  this  one  at  least  has  the 
virtuous  excuse  of  being  predicated  on  time  ttavel 
Madeleine  Stowe  does  a  decent  job  in  a  monkey  suit 
(if  only),  and  the  fim's  ending,  which  when  1  saw  it 
allowed  for  all  sorts  of  enjoyable  jumping  around  the 
jungle  t  resolve  some  minor  ambiguity,  throws  a 
wrench  out  at  you.  Wortli  your  first-bom  monkey. 
(Next  time,  see  the  film  before  reviewing  it  -  Ed.) 


Heat 

A  Review  by  William  O'Higgins 

This  is  a  movie  that  I 
spent  eight  bucks  on.  and  didn't 
mind  a  bit.  At  just  under  three 
hours  long,  I  left  this  movie  feel- 
ing fed.  It  is  partly  an  action 
movie,  and  partly  a  drama,  so 
there  is  something  for  almost  eve- 
ryone. This  movie  has  lots  of  star 
power,  but  that  never  guarantees 
good  quality. 

"Heat"  is  a  caper  (or  heist)  movie.  That  means  that  it  has  to 
follow  a  proven  formula.  If  you  pay  attention  to  such  things  you  will  see 
this  formula  used  to  great  effect  in  Michael  Mann's  earlier  effort,  "Thief 
with  James  Caan.  You  will  also  see  this  formula  in  the  lamentable  "Hud- 
son Hawk".  Luckily  there  are  no  thick-witted  CIA  agents  in  "Heat".  In 
following  the  classic  formula  there  is  a  successful  heist  to  open  the  film, 
to  get  you  hooked  and  to  see  how  it  is  supposed  to  work.  This  is  very 
well  done,  interesting  and  flashy,  and  it  sets  up  several  elements  which 
will  be  used  later  in  the  movie.  The  first  fifteen  minutes  are  not  typical  of 
the  film,  however.  This  film,  like  many  of  director  Michael  Mann's  pre- 
vious efforts,  is  about  the  people  who  commit  these  crimes,  and  the  peo- 
ple who  try  to  stop  them. 

As  the  film  unfolds  we  get  inside  the  heads  and  hearts  of  the 
good  guys  and  the  bad  guys  (though  choosing  which  is  which  is  a  diffi- 
cult choice),  seeing  what  makes  them  tick,  and  seeing  the  extraordinary 
sacrifices  that  their  lives  bring  upon  them.  The  movie  ends  up  being 
about  sacrifice,  rather  than  robbery,  but  no  one  in  the  audience  seems  to 
mind. 

There  is  quality  dialogue  throughout  the  film,  thougll  the  mak- 
ers of  promotional  ttailers  would  have  you  believe  odierwise,  and  the 
acting  is  fair.  The  fact  that  the  actors  are  some  of  the  most  acclaimed  on 
the  planet  (Al  Pacino  and  Robert  DeNiro)  is  a  blemish  on  the  record  on 
the  director,  for  only  eliciting  a  fair  performance.  There  are  several  scenes 
in  the  movie  that  leave  the  audience  on  the  verge  of  shouting,  "Cut!  One 
more  time,  and  say  it  like  it  matters  to  you,  for  (place  deity  of  choice 
here)'s  sake! "  The  movie  also  shows  the  tnith  in  the  saying  that  too  many 
cooks  spoil  the  soup.  There  were  four  editors,  and  they  obviously  cut  the 
movie  by  committee.  If  there  had  been  one  gutsy  editor  die  movie  could 
have  been  cut  by  tony  minutes  without  the  loss  of  anything  essential.  If 
that  had  been  done  in  conjunction  with  Michael  Mann  having  the  balls 
(pardonnez  mon  Fran? ais)  to  tell  some  of  the  most  respected  actors  in  the 
industry  that  they  are  not  doing  it  right,  the  movie  would  be  Best  Picnire 
by  anyone's  measure. 

In  spite  of  a  few  flaws,  the  movie  holds  together,  and  hold  its 
audience  for  the  full  term.  If  you  are  going  to  see  a  movie  for  full  price, 
this  one  is  the  way  to  go. 


The  Art  of  Watching  Late-Night  Television 


Uke  many  people  of  my  age  and  disposiaon,  1  am  an  insomniac.  There  are  nights  I  don  t  sleep  at  all.  my  body 
aching  but  my  brato  unwilling,  my  eyes  opened  heavily  to  the  slow  dawn  as  It  muscles  Us  way  through  the  venehan 
blind!  rve  Jed  reading  mysSf  to  sleep,  I've  even  tried  counting  sleep  (the  sheep  never  show  up,  leaving  me  w  th  a 
ionelv  fei^^ceTn  my  mind)  but  to  no  avail  I've  had  to  lake  up  watching T.V.  There  is  a  television  m  my  room  and  it  stares 
at  mt  ZeZTIiTgW.  but  am  lured  back  to  it  every  night.  I  watch  late-night  television  so  much  that  it  has  become  an 
t  soiil^ltog  fne  ivotes  one's  whole  life  to.  Thafs  why  .his  piece  is  aptlyjitled '^he  Ari  of  Watching  Late-Nigh. 
Television".  Anotlier  might  be  '  The  Religious  Practices  of  a  Television  Junkie."  You  decide.  (Ed.  -OUy) 

Let  us  first  consider  the  infomercial  (1  say  first  because  there  is  a  temptation  to  discuss  the  '^'^""'^  fmul  fitas 
on  View«i  s  Choice,  a  topic  completely  unsuitable  for  a  newspaper  of  this  dimension).  If  you  were  to  flick  on  your 
le"ev  sira  Sund  2  a.m  after  all  the  Ufe-night  movies  and  talk  shows  had  ended,you  would  find  the  channds  Uttered 
wiL  these  th^^^^^^^ 

thTTorer  of  G  d  "X    a're  preachers  are  also  inhabitants  of  the  late-night  world.  What  is  '> °' , 
recalls  predicting  her  brother's  death  when  she  was  five.  Personally,  I  couldn't  bring  myselt  to  trust  anyone  with  big 

^""''■';f;^:^:r:^"sShSS::^"r;£::ts  jus. ...  mto  the -^'^^^-y::-:^^;^:;^ 

unconscious  and  sliced  open  on  international  television  (I  hear  the  scalpels  they  use  are 

materialism  and  vapid  morality  give,  you  a  sense  of  you«e  f,  a  sense  »' W  f^,*  "^^^^^^^  rcourteous 

demons  and  redeem  your  soul  is  to  pick  up  the  phone  and  dial  a         """^^"'^  ,„„,iy  hours.  The 

computerized  voice  who  will  cater  to  your  every  whim.  And  1  must      ''"""'J^'^  mfomercial  or 

iPtn%„r  very  sci  ^nd      _      rinHi,,,,  nniv  a  neon  sjcn  flnshine  OH  iind  (iff:  fm  Rent  .  ■  


The  Magnetism  of  My 
Soul...  The  Iron  Content  of 

Their  Lunacy    by  Jenn  McLeary 

I'd  like  lo  know  what  it  is  about  me  that 
crazy  people  find  so  irresistably  attractive.  It's  like 
they're  drawn  to  me.  No  matter  where  I  am  or  what 
I'm  doing,  ihey  always  manage  to  track  me  down 
and  spend  Ihe  next  hour  finding  ways  to  pester, 
humiliate  and  generally  armoy  me,  until  some  sym- 
pathetic (but  usually  snickering)  stranger  comes 
to  my  rescue.  That's  another  thing;  these 
embarassing  little  occurances  always  happen  in 
very  public  and  overpopulated  places,  where  there 
are  many  people  who,  it  seems,  have  nothing  bet- 
ter to  do  than  witness  my  mortiricalion  with  in- 
tense interest. 

An  excellent  example  of  this  is  the  subway. 
I  am  developing  a  distinct  phobia  about  riding  the 
subway  alone.  It's  like  there's  a  sign  above  me  that 
reads  "Attention  Crazy  People:  In  This  Seat  Waits 
A  Choice  Victim."  Last  week,  for  instance,  I  was 
sitting  on  the  subway  as  it  roared  into  the  Yonge 
station.  Though  a  large  crowd  of  people  poured 
through  the  opening  doors,  one  man  in  particular 
caught  my  attention.  He  caught  everyone's  atten- 
tion. This  was  because  he  was  singing  a  song  about 
the  beautiAiJ  sunshine  a!  Ihe  top  of  his  lungs.  And, 
although  there  were  twenty  or  thirty  people  on  the 
car,  he  noticed  me  immediately  and  came  over. 
When  he  reached  me  he  slopped  singing  and  said, 
"Will  you  marry  me?"  Dead  silence  fell  over  the 
car  as  all  the  people  who  had  ignored  the  singing 
stopped  talking  and  looked  at  me.  I  said  "No"  in  a 
barely  audible 


voice.  The  man  was  undaunted.  "Well,  will  you  have  my  children?"  I  blushed, 
painfully  aware  of  die  thirty  or  so  pairs  of  eyes  fastened  on  my  face.  "No".  I 
repeated.  Fortunately,  we  arrived  at  my  stop  just  then  and  I  ran  away.  Liter- 
ally. 

But  you  see.  incidents  like  this  one  with  Subway  Guy  happen  to  me  all 
the  time.  I  think  it  has  something  to  do  with  my  face.  Crazy  people  must  be 
able  to  tell,  just  by  looking  at  me.  that  I  am  the  sort  of  person  who  is  too  shy 
(or  chicken,  or  whatever)  to  lell  them  to  piss  off,  but  will  stand  there  miser- 
ably, growing  redder  and  redder  as  they  subject  me  to  all  kinds  of,  well, 
craziness. 

Many  people  warned  me,  before  I  moved  to  Toronto,  to  beware  of  all 
the  Weird  People  in  the  city.  But  what  they  don't  understand  is  that  for  us 
Crazy  People  Magnets,  weird  people  are  not  a  phenomenon  that  can  be 
avoided.  It's  as  inescapable  as  death.  Even  when  1  was  at  home,  hanging 
around  in  smaller  cities  like  Barrie.  I  had  many  strange  encounters.  There 
was  one  man  in  particular,  well  known  to  those  who  frequent  that  city.  He 
was  easily  recognizable  because  he  had  a  unique  and  special  relationship 
with —  a  lawnmower.  He  was  never  without  it,  pushing  it  along  the  sidewalk 
as  if  it  were  a  baby  carriage,  maybe  talking  to  it  for  all  I  know.  He  waited 
quite  some  time,  but  one  day  the  inevitable  happened.  I  was  coming  out  of  a 
bus  station  when  suddenly  I  saw  him  waiting  for  me  outside.  As  I  was  already 
almost  through  the  door,  I  decided  against  going  back  inside — tempting  though 
the  thought  was.  I  approached  cautiously.  I  noticed,  with  some  disgust,  that 
he  was  picking  his  nose.  I  edged  gingerly  around  him,  keeping  a  good  two 
feet  between  myself  and  The  Finger,  and  was  ahnost  to  the  curb  when  he 
started  talking  to  me.  I  turned  back  around  and  was  horrified  to  discover  that 
he  hadn't  removed  his  finger.  I  still  have  no  idea  what  he  said  to  me,  partially 
because  his  hand  was  in  front  of  his  mouth,  and  partly  because  I  couldn't 
drag  my  fascinated  eyes  away  from  that  probing  finger.  I  managed  at  last  to 
get  away,  but  the  memory  of  Finger  Guy  has  haunted  me  for  years. 

Sometimes  my  particular  brand  of  Crazy  People  can  become  almost 
aggressive.  Once,  while  visitng  Quebec,  I  was  leaving  a  club  at  about  2:30  or 
3:00  in  the  morning.  The  streets  were  packed,  because  this  is  tlie  second  rush 
hour  there — Ihe  time  when  all  the  bars  in  Ottawa  are  closing,  and  people  are 
still  making  their  way  across  the  river.  It  was  a  beautiful  summer  night,  and  1 
was  watching  with  amusement  the  crowds  through  the  open  window.  I  imag- 
ine I  was  smiling,  I  don't  know;  anyway,  my  eyes  met  those  of  someone  just 
ahead,  and  I  guess  the  look  and  the  smile  were  all  the  encouragement  he  needed. 
(We  can  only  guess  at  the  thought  processes  of  Crazy  People.let  alone.. .Car 
Guy.)  He  headed  puposefully  towards  the  car.  Panicking,  knowing  that  my 
fear  was  groundless  and  deciding  that  I  was  damn  well  going  to  panic  any- 
way, I  hastily  rolled  up  the  window.  Then  I  realized  that  he  was  reaching  for 
the  door  handle.  1  brought  my  fist  down  on  the  lock  just  as  his  fingertips  met 
the  door,  and  gazed,  wide-eyed,  up  at  him.  He  laughed,  the  light  of  insanity 
gleaming  in  his  eyes,  and  moved  off.  I  collapsed,  heart  pounding,  into  my 
seat. 

There's  really  no  solution  to  my  problem. ..no  way  to  "demagnetize" 
myself.. .unless,  of  course,  I  were  to  be  come  crazy  myself.  I  could  buy  a 
lawrunover,  pick  my  nose,  and  sing  loudly  about  sperm  while  trying  to  break 
into  someone's  car.  Maybe  then  they'll  leave  me  alone.  No.. .I'll  probably 
just  get  arrested. 


The  Turban  Is  Not  For  Sale 

by  Cass  Enright  &  Damien  Boyes 

So  you're  sittin'  on  die  subway.  It's  late.  Or  early, 
but  what  does  it  matter.  You're  gonna  encounter 
someone  offkilter  on  the  "Better,  Way"  even  if  you 
try  not  to.  The  following  includes  a  list  of  thoughts 
-  observations  maybe,  about  our  local  subterranean 
transportation  system. 

1.  Your  kooks,  dweebs,  dorks,  metalheads.  weir- 
dos, crackpots,  oddballs,  freaks,  bloods,  stoners, 
fools,  buffoons,  dolts,  oafs,  and  other  Paul  ShafTer- 
like  characters  are  easily  dealt  with  thanks  to  this 
guide: 

Step  1:  How  to  identify  one  of  the  above. 
Generally,  they  are  holding  lengthy  articulate  con- 
versations or  arguments  with  no  one  in  particular. 
They  may  be  accompanied  by  small  animals  or  ro- 
dents, usually  shaved.  They  are  generally  unfamil- 
iar widi  the  concept  of  cleanliness  and  will  often 
ask  their  invisible  companion  for  a  wet-nap. 

Step  2:  How  to  deal  with  one  of  the  above. 
Remain  calm.  Avoid  eye  contact.  Few  actually  have 
violent  tendencies.  Don't  make  any  sudden  moves. 
Don't  let  them  know  that  you  possess  money.  In 
short,  ignore  them.  Don't  open  up  a  brand  new  CD 
and  look  at  it,  especially  if  it  is  Slippery  Nipple 
(they  love  Slippery  Nipple!) 

2.  The  Drunks. 

Step  1:  How  to  identify  one.  They  have  a 
definitive  smell.  Alcohol,  of  course.  Optional 
stench  may  include:  vomit,  brcadi  mint,  cologne, 
Listerine.  B.O.,  and/or  the  reek  of  barnyard' ani- 
mals. They  stagger,  sway,  and  consider  the  alpha- 
bet to  be  A,  B.  C.  D,  B.'D,  D,  B,  G,  Z.  They  will 
have  a  hard  time  walking  in  a  straight,  or  even  zig- 


zag line.  They  will  be  unable  to  pronounce 
the  word  "jabberwocky".  Finally,  they  may 
also  be  carrying  a  paper  bag,  commonly  with 
an  L.L.B.O.  logo  on  the  front. 

Step  2:  How  to  deal  with  one.  First  and 
foremost,  upon  hearing  the  phrase  "I'm  gonna 
spew."  never  offer  to  save  die  floor  of  the  sub- 
way by  cupping  your  hands  under  their 
mouth(s).  There  are  TTC  mop  boys  paid  to 
clean  the  floor,  it  is  not  your  problem.  If  one 
happens  to  begin  to  talk  to  you  after  a  good 
hurl,  do  yourself  a  favour  and  offer  Uiem  a 
breath  mint.  If  this  happens,  calmly  exit  at 
the  next  stop  and  walk  home.  It  won't  be  as 
bad  as  trying  to  make  small  talk  with  a  drunk 
with  barf  chunks  at  Ihe  corner  of  his/her 
mouth(s). 

3.  Religious  Zealots. 

Step  1 :  Identified  the  same  way  as  pre- 
vious steps,  only  carrying  a  Bible  or  similar 
religious  propaganda/scripture/pamphlet. 
Hiey  will  approach  you  and  begin  to  converse. 
Show  no  fear,  they  feed  on  fear.  They  may 
seem  tike  unsuspecting  individuals  but  they 
are  definitely  not.  Two  words:  cordoroy  uni- 
forms! 

Step  2:  What  to  do.  Just  listen,  nod,  and 
smile.  Occasionally,  scream  out  "Praise  the 
Lord,  hallelujah,  .Amen!"  just  for  effect.  Do 
not  give  them  money,  your  name,  address,  tel- 
ephone number  or  any  other  personal  infor- 
mation, as  you  will  live  to  regret  it  (especially 
Scientologists,  they  will  follow  you  every- 
where!). If  you  feel  the  dire  need  for  religious 
discussions,  the  subway  is  not  the  place.  If  you 
must  talk  religion,  call  Earl  Fryer,  of  the  To- 
ronto Church  of  Christ  (no  affiliation  with  the 
Innis  Herald)  at  820-3034  (this  is  not  a 


joke. ..this  is  his  home  phone  -  he  will  actually  talk  to  you!).  Earl's  succesful 
concert  dates  have  included:  Sun.  Oct.  17  -  Massey  Hall:  Jesus,  the  True  "Last 
Action  Hero,"  Sun  OCt.  24  -  some  convention  centre:  "Guilty  as  Sin"  -  Appre- 
ciating the  Grace  of  God  (only  the  penitent  man  shall  pass!),  and  Sun.  Oct.  3 1 
-  Massey  Hall:  "The  Fugitive"  -  Surrendering  to  God. 

Finally,  as  a  tip  to  all  Herald-reading  TTC  commuters  -  if  you  really 
need  a  seat  on  the  subway  you  can  always  act  as  one  of  the  aforementioned 
nuts.  You  may  even  get  an  entire  subway  car  to  yourself,  if  you're  good  enough. 
When  mumbling  we  suggest  any  of  the  following,  all  proven  to  be  quite  effec- 
tive; (in  a  gruff,  gravelly  voice,  repeat  continuously)  "rainin'  on  my  furBiture, 
"  (eyes  wide  open,  head  darting)  "they're  everywhere  man,  they're  everywhere" 
(with  a  Bible  inyour  hand,  staring)  "have  you  met  the  Lord,  sinner!?  The  end 
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Primal  Scream 
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<416>  588-9292 

S61  Bloor  St.  W.,  Ini  Floor  at  Bathurst  S  BToor 


The  Best  Rock  Band  In  the  World 


By  Woahi  Nevfb 


As  a  precursor  to  my  New  Yank  rant  for 
which  I've  used  my  Christmas  vacation  as 
fodder,  I  must  first  state  that  this  trip  was 
delayed  by  12  hours  because  I  am  a  moron  and 
locked  myself  out  of  my  house  minutes  before  I 
was  scheduled  to  leave.  After  a  few  hours  of 
brutal  cold,  my  housemates  returned  and  the 
true  nature  of  my  luck  was  revealed:  when  I 
turned  on  my  radio  to  our  schleppy  ClUT  89.5 
FM,  I  was  blasted  by  none  other  than  the  very 
mighty  BOUCHE  who  was  in  the  midst  of  a 
celebration  of  Lemmy's  birthday  with,  like, 
multiple  20-minute  sets  of  MOTORHEAD,  for 
chrissake!  Could  there  be  anyttiing  cooler  on 
the  radio  and  could  my  luck  be  any  better  for 
locking  myself  out?  Many  many  kisses  to  the 
Mouthe  (pronounced  like  the  thing  on  the  back 
of  the  quarter)  for  keeping  me  awake  with  such 
greatness.  Strangely,  when  I  began  to  type  this, 
some  primo  early  Motorhead  manifested  itself 

again  on  CIUT  and  this  is  frightening.  MOTORHEAD  (TBRBITW)  comes  to  Toronto's  RPM  on  January  19fh.  GO! 

On  January  7th,  as  the  ink  is  wetting  this  pulp,  Motorhead  is  playing  the  Limelight  in  NYC  —  luckily  they  visit  us  Torontonians  on 
January  19th;  the  connection  to  my  ramble  is  that  Motorhead,  of  course,  have  a  song  called  "Ramones",  which  Ramones  themselves  do 
live.  Also,  Joey  Ramone  wears  a  Motorhead  T-shirt  on  the  cover  of  his  collaboration  with  his  brother  who's  current  band  played 
CSGB's  Christmas  night  along  with  those  mentioned  hereafter.  George  Tabb  (of  Iron  Prostate/Roach  Motel/False  Prophets/MRK 

column  fame)  put  on  the  show  and  got  Joey  to 


Call  516-01I6 

WTTH  YOUB 
NAUGHTY  NOTFS 


The  Gamp  (Marge  Simpson)  and  Charlie  of  BUGOUT  SOCIETY  at  CBGB's 
December  25th,  before  the  Toilet  Thick  was  consumed... 

The  Cowboy  Junkies 

IQdMoYeMiles 
(BMG) 


This  is  not  music  that  you  will 
find  on  CFNY,  though  you  might  occa- 
sionally hear  it  on  Q.  It  is  not  entirely 
blues,  and  it  is  not  entirely  country.  It 
is  entirely  Canadian,  if  you  happen  to 
base  your  musical  descriptions  on 
CRTC  guidelines,  and  it  is  one  of  the 
better  music  values  out  there  this  holi- 
day season.  This  is  a  two-disc  set  for 
$14,  and  both  discs  are  just  short  of  an 
hour  of  fantastic,  unedited  concert  per- 
formances by  the  Junkies  over  the  past 
ten  years.  The  venues  range  from  the 
Ontario  Place  Forum  {being  rest  its 
soul)  to  the  Royal  Albert  Hall  in  Lon- 
don as  well  as  the  good  (?)  old  El 
Mocambo.  This  collection  has  all  the 
tortured,  hard-wrought  soul  that  far\s 
have  come  to  expect  from  the  Cowboy 
Junkies,  but  with  the  raw  edge  that 
comes  from  singing  and  playing  their 
hearts  out  in  front  of  real  people.  There 
are  the  spoken  intros  that  punctuate 
every  concert  experience,  and  they  help 
bring  to  the  whole  experience  a  rich  im- 
mediacy that  is  often  lacking  in  live  re- 
cordings. If  you  are  already  a  fan  of  the 
music  of  the  Cowboy  Junkies,  this  set 
is  an  essential  part  of  your  collection; 
if  you  are  interested  in  hearing  what 
these  people  are  about,  these  are  the 
discs  that  will  let  you  into  their  hearts 
so  that  you  live  the  music  along  with 
them. 

W.  N.  O'Higgins 


do  "Blitzkrieg  Bop"  with  Th  e  George 
Tabbemacle  Choir,  and  he  looked  so  cool  — 
much  cooler  than  when  he  sang  said  anthem 
with  The  Dictators  in  November,  cuz  this  time 
he  was  all  in  black  ace  gear  and  actually  moved 
like  he  wasgorma  hurt  someone.  He  is  so  tall  I 
hadda  stand  on  a  chair  to  get  eye-level  with 
him.  Seconds  after  I  snapped  the  photo  below, 
I  got  cracked  in  the  head  by  a  zealous  fan  and 
walked  around  for  the  night  with  a  concussion 
and  a  bloody  forehead,  the  latter  of  which  I  was 
unaware  until  someone  attempted  to  lick  it 
(salt?).  Well,  better  blood  on  my  face  than  the 
fetid  aftershave  George  had  on  his!  Actually, 
his  band  was  really  excellent  —  way  more 
harsh  and  tighter  than  I  expected.  They  did 
mostly  Furious  George  songs  (his  new  band), 
and  Dead  Boys'  "Sonic  Reducer"  (good,  but 
not  as  good  as  The  Dictators'  live  version). 

Another  highlight  of  the  show  was 
Bugout  Society  vs.  a  leather-jacketed  front- row 
line  of  hoodlum-looking  punk  rockers  slugging 
each  other  with  White  Castle  burgers.  The  Sis- 
ters Grimm  looked  sour  after  being  hit  with  a 
few  strays  and  had  Charlie  hurl  the  Mitzvah  Tank  (the  disguised  capsule  for  50  rounds  of 
meaty  ammo)  onto  their  table.  (Another  Motorhead-related  fact:  Bill  Laswell  who  pro- 
duced Orgasmatron  also  produced  Bugout  Society's  Yol  Baby,  S'Up?  LP,  which  can  be 
conveniently  purchased  at  stores  such  as  Rotate  This  and  Vortex  on  Yonge.)  Weirdest 
moment  of  the  night  was  hanging 
out  in  the  deserted,  soon-to-be-re- 
done basement  of  CB's  while  Bill 
(Bugout)  Florio  interviewed  a  very 
drunk  and  (pointlessly)  fully-cos- 
tumed Santa  about  being  a  law-en- 
forcer in  NYC,  as  a  sawed-off  pipe 
behind  him  periodically  discharged 
a  flood  of  quesionable-looking  wa- 
ter into  the  floor. 

Essential  Puchases:  At  the 
show,  I  met  Mike  from  Puncrock 
Records        who's  Electric 
Frankenstein  7"  completely  blew 
my  mind  and  prompted  me  to  pur- 
chase EF's  Exit  Records  7"  and  Bel- 
gian 10",  neither  of  which  have  quite 
the  same  John  Brannon  (Negative 
Approach)  vocal  stylings  as  Mike's, 
but  what  can  you  do?  So,  as  I  and 
many  others  have  proclaimed 
Morlorhead  to  be  THE  BEST  ROCK 
BAND  IN  THE  WORLD,  I  now  con- 
clude that  Electric  Frankenstein  is 
THE  BEST  NEW  SEEMINGLY  UN- 
PRETENTIOUS PUNK  ROCK  BAND  IN  THE  WORLD.  (NOTE:  I  used  the  cover  of  their 
10 "  as  Music  logo;  Full  Blast  Records,  that  I've  used  as  inspiration  for  logo  text,  is  a  record 
store  located  on  the  south  side  of  Bloor  St.  West  a  block-and-a-half  west  of  Bathurst.  My 
friend  Louanne  just  opened  the  store  and  ifs  the  coolest  in  downtown  Toronto  for  surf, 
punk,  garage,  etc.  1  figured  since  the  Varsity  stole  the  "Rotate"  phrase,  I  could  give  some 
advertising  to  Toronto's  only  punk  rock  store.)  LffMjUsijiEiaSHH  I  just  saw  the  Speed 
Kings  and  the  Sinisters  at  the  El  Mocambo  and  they  are  so  kickin'  that  they  kinda  live  up 
to  their  (Motorhead)  moniker! 


Joey  doing  "Blitzkrieg  Bop"  with  The  George 
Tabbernacle  Choir  at  CBGB's  Christmas  Day 


ear 


29  Pictures  WSSl 

mssssEsmis  ran 


Echobelly/Echobaki 
•  All  My  Oil  split  10" 

(a  one-sided  release  that  is  a  freebie  to 
Forced  Exposure  mag.) 

Fast  mayhemic  thrash  that  rips 
with  aggression  in  the  normofSweden 
or  the  U.S.,  this  accelerating  disc  packs 
a  mean  bass  wallop  with  loud  splash- 
ing of  the  cymbals.  Thrusting  power 
keeps  EB  alive  and  attacking  with  every 
note.  Catchy  choruses  and  rhythmic 
mosh  beats,  combined  with  slurred 
gravel  vocals  make  up  the  basic  musi- 
cal structure  of  this  10".  The  would-be 
power  is  kept  to  a  minimum  due  to  the 
semi-poor  production  as  Gastunk  fire 
it  up  again  a  metallic  storm  of 
hardcore  excitement.  Baki's  vocals 
dominate  the  entire  affair  as  they 
should.  Hardcore  riffs  with  metalleads 
is  just  one  of  the  reasons  this  band  has 
risen  so  fast  in  Japan.  More  like  Finn- 
ish than  Swedish  he,  there  are  some 
tunes  here,  but  ifs  largely  a  non-metal- 
lic dose  of  crazed  thrash  energy.  Vo- 
cals ruin  it  completely  and  the  Beatles' 
cover  just  doesn't  make  it. 

Lunch  Bunch  Son  of  Hippy  Killer 

29  Pictures 
Slippery  Chair 
3-song  independent  cassette 

From  out  of  Pickering  hails  the  in- 
sistent and  determined  four-piece 
sound  machine  of  29  Pictures  (their 
name  comes  from  something  to  do  with 
how  many  films  the  big  E  appeared  in). 
Their  debut  three-song  cassette  bearing 
the  name  Slippery  Chair  starts  out  with 
an  appropriate  rocker  that  could  appeal 
c  to  anyone:  it  makes  me  feet  like  a  mon- 
I  key  on  Ritalin -"When  There's  Gone" 
^  flows  in  and  out  of  punch  so  often 
^  you'd  almost  think  it  was  spiked  by  two 
i  high  school  kids  at  grad.  "Disappear" 
^  possesses  a  flowing  yet  trance-setting 
bassline  that  would  take  Lou  Barlow  of 
o  Sebadoh  to  school.  The  strongest 
a.  number  on  this  mini-length  cassette 
comes  from  the  four-and-a-quarter- 
minute  "Just  Another  Day".  Mike 
Caverley's  voice  croons  along  with  the 
harmony  while  guitarist  Mike  Audet 
teases  the  listener  with  just  enough  dis- 
tortion. "Support  my  habits,  then  ter- 
rorize my  point  of  view"  is  a  line  that 
sums  up  the  feeling  and  atmosphere  of 
the  tape  to  a  T;  the  tape  leaves  the  lis- 
tener addicted,  craving  more.  With  a 
show  that  shouldn't  be  missed  coming 
up  at  the  Horseshoe  Tavern  on  Janu- 
ary 15th  ,  Mike,  Mike,  Jeff,  and  Kadia 
are  guaranteed  to  make  you  wish  they 
had  T-shirts  for  sale  at  the  end  of  the 
night. 

Jason  Spencer 
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Secret  Clubs  and  Organizations  at  Innis. 

by  Chris  Kebbel 

When  most  university  students  think  of  dubs,  they  automatically  assume  tliat  you  are  talking 
about  the  variety  where  you  go  out.  drink,  dance,  (fall  down)  then  (hopefully)  find  your  way  home.  Here 
at  Innis  however  we  have  a  few  of  lesser  known  variely  of  clubs,  those  where  people  who  share  similar 
interests  get  together  and  . . .  well, . .  share  similar  interests.  Among  the  clubs  at  Innis  are  some  self 
evident  ones  such  as  the  ski  club,  but  has  many  more  obscure  ones  such  as  the  I.R.S.,  I.B.C.S.,  S.P.A.M., 
and  something  going  by  the  vile  name  of  A.A.C. 

The  ski  club,  led  by  James  Venuti  (who  is  also  the  fearless  president  of  the  Innis  Residence). 
The  ski  dub  is  well  underway.  They 


are  planning  a  mass  ski-trip  to  Blue  Mountain,  but  if  your  interested  by  the  time  you 
read  this  article  and  haven't  signed  up  yet,  alas  it  is  too  late  —  you  are  past  the 
deadline. 

The  I.R.S.,  not  to  be  mistaken  for  that  popular  U.S.  tax  department,  is  the 
Innis  Roleplaying  society.  Obviously  this  dub  is  devoted  to  the  promotion  of 
roleplaying  games,  commonly  abreviated:  RPGs.  The  most  popular  RPGs  seems 
10  be  a  game  called  Shadowrun,  but  most  member  are  willing  to  play  (or  at  least  try) 
any  RPG.  Also  included  in  the  I.R.S.  are  those  very  select  members  of  Innis  who 
enjoy  playing  MAGIC.  For  those  of  you  not  familiar  with  this  game  (we  know  who 
you  are!)  MAGIC  is  a  card  game,  where  players  spend  ludicrous  amount  of  money, 
to  have  other  players  killed!  Of  course  it's  all  in  the  name  of  fun!!!!  For  more  infor- 
mation contact  William  O'Higgins.  who  is  often  caught  hanging  out  in  the  ICSS 
office. 

The  I.B.C.S.  is  the  Innis  Beer  Connoissieur  Society,  devoted  to  the 
apprelialion  of  the  finer  Ontario  beers  (brewed  by  microbrewries  of  course)  and  the 
beers  of  the  world.  It  is  riimored  that  they  originally  were  to  be  called  the  Royal 
Toronto  Beer  Conesieur  Society,  however  the  Queen  refused  to  give  her  royal  as- 
sent 10  the  club,  after  the  president  of  said  dub  decided  to  demonstrate  his  skill  at 
belching.  The  club  goes  on  regular  tastings  at  some  of  the  finer  drinking  establish- 
menis  that  Toronto  has  to  offer,  with  some  of  their  favorites  being  a  place  called 
C'est  What  on  Front  Street,  the  Rotterdam  on  King  St..  and  mostly  due  to  conven- 
ience Sclyn's  al  Bloor  and  Si.Georgc.  The  club  is  also  looking  into  taking  a  trip  to 
one  of  Toronto's  many  U-brew  faccililes  lo  try  their  hand  at  brewing  for  themselves. 
The  president  is  Cass  Enright  and  the  Vice-President  (drinking)  is  Bryce  Phillips, 
both  of  whom  frequent  Innis. 

S.RA.M.,  is  not  some  perverted  form  of  meat  byproduct.  It  actually  stands 
for  "Senseless  Provocative  Asian  Movies"  It's  first  screening  was  scheduled  for 
November  26  and  featured  the  Japanimation  fiick  "The  Mermaid's  Scar"  followed 
by  "Hardboiled"  from  director  John  Wu.  To  attend  films  you  must  sign  up  in  ad- 
vance with  John  Yu  (lhals  Yu  not  Wu).  Who  also  (like  someof  us)  hangs  around 
Innis  A  LOT!  (losers,  ed.) 

The  A.A.C.  is  Innis'  most  elite  club,  and  also  the  most  secretive.  What  is 
it?  Unofficial  sources  sayjhat  A.A.C.  stands  for  the  A.A.R.E.  Apretiaiion  dub. 
What  is  the  A.A.R.E.?  Well  nobody  really  knows  but  rumors  persist  thai  it  can  be 
tied  to  vast  exchanges  of  funds  from  Swiss  bank  accounts,  to  several  groups  in  the 
middle  east,  and  also  to  several  incedents  of  senseless  vandalism.  AH,  alas,  are 
rumors,  for  the  author  could  not  neither  subslatiate,  nor  disprove  these  statements. 
What  could  one  of  Innis'  meager  clubs  be  hiding?  TTie  official  budget  for  this  or- 
ganization is  $1 ,  however,  why  would  the  I.C.S.S.  bother  with  a  club  with  a  budget 
of  $  I  ...  Could  il  be  hiding  something  else? 

Not  inlesled  with  anything  here?  Start  your  own  club!  Jusl  talk  to  Chris 
Kebbel  (wail  a  sec  . .  that's  me)  who,  unlike  most  people  mentioned  in  this  article, 
doesn't  hang  out  around  Innis  much  anymore  (that  silly  part-time,  quickly  becom- 
ing full-time  job).  1  can  be  reached  however  by  either  phoning  the  ICSS  office  al 
978-7368  and  leaving  a  message,  or  via  that  hi-tech  email  at 
christopher.kebbel@utoronlo.ca. 

THEAARE  CLUB 

or  How  Ihe  ICSS  Office  Became  Green 
by  the  Divine  Leader 


rhis  is  I 


letter  for  all  students  of  Innis  College  and  all  other  people  who  are  inter- 
ssted  (provided  that  those  particlar  individuals  are  a  good  shot  with  a  gun.). 

The  Vladimir  House  Liberation  Front  (from  here  on  I  will  refer  to  said  organi- 
iation  as  VLF  because  1  am  too  damn  lazy  to  type  what  i  Wrote  above  or  anything  else)  was 
bom  in  a  dark,  smoky,  dusty,  and  just  plain  disagreeable  room  called  Room  301,  a.k.a. 
Carolyn's  Room.  And  il  was  good.  Vlad  was  bad  in  those  days.  The  residents  of  said 
residence  were  doivntrodden  by  the  aristocratic  garbage  of  the  dictatorship  of  the  leaders 
3f  Innis,  embodied  by  a  strange  and  gullible  despot  by  the  name  of  (hey,  I'm  no  asshole) 
3enor  Xyez.  This  individual  had  a  secret  service  known  as  the  Vlad  Gestapo  working  for 
aim.  Innocent  pots  and  pans  and  cutlery  guilty  of  nothing  but  mold  were  "dissapeared" 
by  the  gestapo's  malevolent  death  squads.  Like  I  wrote,  times  were  tough.  The  VLF  de- 
stroyed all  that  (along  with  an  oppresive  wall  in  the  basement). 

The  VLF  is  back  to  save  all  you  poor  bastardos  in  the  NEW  RESIDENCE  from 
:he  same  oppresion  that  it  eradicated  back  in  the  hallowed  halls  of  Vlad  in  the  days  of 
yore. 

I  Stay  tuned,... We're  back.  j 
V.    Generallisimo  Coulo  Snapdad   ^ 


to  ten  ta?^Jl^oL'.lTdll'^^t■■J'"''H  ''^      »  f^^^^  '^^■^  '-""^  ColUge.  It  had  a  glorious  and  fabled  past,  where  ancient  warriors  and  heroes  would  oHen  gather 


even  existed,  let  alone  flourished,  as  the  myths  claim.  Until  now. 

Modern  day  Innis  College  now  resides  at  2  Sussex  Ave.  With  ils  bold  lines  and 
other-worldly  architecture  it  seemed  quite  isolated  in  the  midst  of  monstrosities  such 
as  Robarls,  or  Ihe  Victorian  quainlness  of  the  neighbouring  residences.  This  has  caused 
many  prominent  architects  and  historians  to  forward  theories  in  an  attempt  to  explain 
this  phenomenon.  One  such  theory  was  proposed  by  the  eminent  Sir  Builds  Alot,  an 
architect  of  much  rcknown.  Upon  knowledge  of  his  own  teachings  and  information 
gathered  through  laborious  research,  not  lo  mention  the  psychics  and  seers  that  con- 
sulted the  spirits  from  beyond,  he  reached  one  groat  stunning  conclusion:  It  was  un- 
natural. "Never  in  my  life  have  I  seen  something  so  unnatural,"  he  was  heard  saying 
al  an  Architectural  Congress.  He  postulated  that  the  building  itself  was  an  attempt  by 
space  aliens  lo  communicate  with  earlhlings,  and  Ulat  any  signs  of  green  paint  were 
meant  as  overtures  of  peace.  His  psychics  backed  him  up  on  this  theory.  Even  with 
the  overwbehning  evidence  that  he  had  to  support  his  theory,  people  were  stUl  skeptical. 
Cirlce  researcher  Rory  Tale  was  caUcd  in  lo  give  his  two  ccnU  worth.  "I  didn't  Had 
any  circles,  no  trace  remains  of  peanut  butler  were  found,  and  most  imporlanUy,  not  a 
single  report  ofan  Elvis  sighUng.  I  don't  know  what's  going  on,  but  I  think  that  we're 
quite  close."  So,  time  for  extreme  measures. 

The  famous  archaeologist  Aare  Voitk  (no  relation  to  the  deposed  president  of 
the  Aare  Club)  was  called  in  to  solve  the  ancient  mystery.  The  project  was  slarkd  in 
early  summer,  1995.  Progress  was  slow  at  Hrsl,  and  the  beers  were  warm.  There  was 
sifUng  through  materials.  Carbon  dating  was  done.  A  magnetometre  reading  was 
taken,  but  proved  inconclusive  as  Ihe  empties  spoiled  the  results.  Nothing  seemed  to 
work,  but  he  would  not  give  up  hope.  Alter  an  extensive  Thermoluminescencc  survey 
was  completed,  Mr.  Voitk  determined  thai  Room  116  was  Ihe  optimum  spot  for  exca- 
vaUon.  By  naking  away  Ihe  layers  on  Ihe  walls  of  this  room,  Mr  Voitk  hoped  that  his 
team  would  find  something,  anything.  Finally,  a  breakthrough  was  made-  some  words 
in  a  forgotten  language  were  found.  "Bliik  Ice".  A  clue  lo  the  past,  an  understanding 
of  the  present.  The  elated  team  of  scientists  decided  to  celebrate  their  Drst  major 
discovery  by  quafting  a  few  Carly  Lights.  Calls  of  "LeI  Crom  count  the  Dead"  and 
"By  appointment  lo  Ihe  Royal  Danish  court"  were  heard  resounding  throughout  Ihe 
balls.  Passcrsby  turned  up  their  collars  and  hurried  past,  glancing  furUvoly  about. 

The  now  much  happier  researchers  returned  the  next  morning  lo  the  dig,  their 
spiriu  high  and  their  eyes  bloodshot,  complaining  of  the  brightness  of  the  afternoon 


sun.  To  then:  astonishment,  they  discovered  that  a  lot  more  progress  bad  been  made  than  they  bad 
remembered  from  the  night  before.  IVIr  Schuster,  a  grunt  worker  on  the  site,  was  overheard  saying 
"Wow!".  Many  new  messages  had  been  revealed,  some  boasting  of  the  exploits  of  forgotten  heroes, 
others  of  legendary  figures  of  the  past.  And  at  last,  real  progress.  Mr  Voitk,  head  of  the  operation, 
revealed  his  notes  for  our  article. 

Captam's  Log,  Slardate  Mid-September,  1995.  "We  have  been  working  non-stop  since  the  project 
started,  except  for  a  brief  stoppage  of  work  due  to  lack  of  funding.  The  flnal  layer  was  chipped  away 
early  yesterday  morning.  Many  curious  and  strange  designs  and  statements  were  found.  We  are  not 
sure  what  they  mean,  or  if  they  are  words  at  all.  Our  chief  interpreter,  Mr.  Zeldman,  has  had  difliculty 
deciphering  the  symbols  that  we  unearthed.  (This  is  mostly  due  lo  Ihe  poor  lighting  conditions  that  are 
prevalent  al  night,  his  usual  wake-up  time.)" 

Captain's  Log,  Supplemental,  "Mr  Zeldman  has  reached  a  conclusion  concerning  the  strange 
art  that  was  found.  It  tells  of  epic  adventures,  the  bestmg  of  mighty  beasis,  and  of  the  wondrous  feasts 
toUowmg  such  feats.  We  were  able  to  translate  one  passage  quite  conclusively;  'Our  names  Uc  here 
immortalized  for  all  time..  The  vast  amounts  of  beer  that  we  consumed  lay  at  our  feet  for  all  to  see.  We 
are  the  ....'  and  here  the  passage  deteriorated,  leaving  our  artists  anonymous." 

Later  that  week  the  Herald  approched  Mr.  Voitk,  and  asked  if  he  had  any  conclusions  regarding 
the  information  gathered  thus  far.  He  told  us  that  the  space  alien  theory  was  dennitely  nfll  the  way  to  go 
on  this.  But,  he  did  come  up  with  an  Interesting  theoryofhisown.il  proposes  that  Mr  X,  Ihe  architect 
of  the  college,  was  inspired  by  the  ancient  Innis  of  bygone  myths,  and  rebuilt  it  in  ils  image.  The 
inscnpttons  on  the  walls  that  were  found  were  forged,  put  there  simply  lo  confuse  and  hamper  the 
atlempu  to  uncover  the  truth.  A  chemical  sampling  of  the  wall  art  was  Uiken,  and  it  turned  out  to  be 
plam  black  marker.  Their  conclusion:  several  drunk  bastards  were  in  Ihe  office  and  wrote  on  the  walls 
trying  lo  emulate  the  lives  and  heroics  of  bygone  legends.  The  green  paint  job  in  the  office  is  a  result  of 
eco-warriors.  Very  intcrsting. 

In  a  surprising  development  lo  the  mysteries  of  the  wall  art  site,  a  source  close  to  the  Innis 
College  Student  Society  (ICSS)  claimed  that  Ihe  "archaeologists"  were  responsible  for  Ihe  defacing  of 
Ihe  walls  of  Room  IK.  They  apparenUy  drank  lots  of  beer,  and  in  their  revelry,  decided  lo  "leave  their 
mark",  as  il  wore.  This  led  to  their  shame,  the  forming  of  the  Aare  Club  (which  specializes  in  painting 
and  other  constructive  endeavours)  and  eventually,  the  repainting  of  Ihe  office  to  cover  their 
"handywork". 

And  so  we  have  the  story  of  the  founding  of  Ihe  AARE  CLUB,  which,  depending  on  what  one 
believes,  also  explains  the  facelin  that  Ihe  student  office  received. 


90210's  Kelly  seeks  ontological  affirmation  with  bat  and  ball 

Henry  Sampson  lived  at  the  once  famous  Adelphi  Hotel  in  Sheffield,  in  England's  northern  county  of  Yorkshire.  Harry 
"Liver  Trauma"  Sampson,  as  he  was  known  to  his  friends,  was  Yorkshire  cricket's  ice  champion.  Though  of  diminutive 
stature.  Sampson  made  regular  appearances  after  his  death  in  1884  (from  stroke)  on  various  sunnyside  California  sitcoms, 
from  the  "Young  and  Breastless"  to  the  "Famous  and  Forlorn",  culminating  in  a  guest  appearance  on  the  ill-fated  "Nostromo" 
season  of  90210.  It  was  in  this  guise,  160  years  after  his  early  century  against  Sheffield  Cricket  Club,  that  he  succeeded  in 
enlightening  Kelly  as  to  the  particular  conflicts  of  her  existential  situation,  encouraging  her  to  be-through-flination. 


Sampson's  most  famous  knock  was  the  162  at  Little  London  Dam,  which  uniquely  in  the  annals  of  the  game  was  scored  on  ice.  Reproduced  below  is  the  scorecard: 


FIRST  SIDE 

SECOND  SIDE 

Smith 

c.  Rogers 

0 

Oates 

b.  Sampson 

2 

Saville 

b. rogers 

0 

Parkin 

run  out 

6 

Ward 

c.  Parkin 

0 

Ashton 

hit  wicket 

0 

Harrison 

b.  Rogers 

14 

Wild 

run  out 

0 

Sampson 

b.  Rodgers 

162 

W.  Padley 

not  outO 

H.  Wilson 

b.  Rogers 

35 

Dodworth 

runout 

62 

Padleyrunout  0 

Hawksworth  run  out 

2 

Cam 

run  out 

2 

TOTAL 

311 

TOTAL 

8 

Close  of  day  prevented  further  play  -  The  umpires  for  the  match  were  Messrs  Vincent  &  Hydes;  Scorers,  Messrs  H.  Beely  &  J.  Green. 

TTiis  match  was  always,  by  its  mere  inaccesibility,  guaranteed  a  certain  primeval  delight.  Sampson  was  also  famous  for  his  unbeaten  1 38  under  water  (again  at  the  Little  London 
Dam  some  months  later),  and  his  probably-never-to-be-repeated  288  in  the  galaxy  M38.  It  is  one  of  the  odd  coincidences  of  such  statisdcal  feats  that  the  only  other  innings  of  288  made 
by  a  left-hander  was  also  made  from  beyond  the  earth's  gravitational  pull,  and  by  more  mysterious  coincidence  still,  the  father-in-law  of  the  actress  who  played  Brenda's  (Kelly's 
friend)  mother  was  once  at  Sydney  Cricket  Ground  at  the  same  time  as  Yuri  Gagarin.  Before  leaving  this  non-plussing  man,  a  note  from  his  career  in  the  pre-soap  days  is  of  interest: 
Nicholas  Wanostracht  of  Parr's  XI  was  fielding  at  point  for  Sampson's  batting,  and  he 
persisted  in  annoying  Sampson  by  approaching  to  within  a  few  feet  of  the  bat.  Greatly 

riled,  the  great  ontologist  told  Wanostracht  -  Now,  Felix,  if  you  stand  there  I  shall  lash  out  l^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^    ^^^^^^  ^ 

and  knock  you  down".  The  fielder  stood  his  ground  and  true  to  his  word  the  batsman  .   ^Pj^^^^^^^^^^^^^^B^  ^^rijM^^^y 

knocked  him  down,  prompting  Kelly's  second  phenomenological  crisis. 

-  Z.  Stroessnen  with  files  from  'the  Cricketeer 


INTRAMURALS  STARTING  NOW: 


MEN 
4  on  4  Volleyball 
Water  Polo 
Ice  Hockey 
Indoor  Soccer 
Ball  Hockey  Tournament 
Basketball 


WOMEN 
Volleyball 
Basketball 


CO-ED 
Volleyball 


SIGN  UP  SHEETS  AND  SCHEDULE  POSTED  AT  INNIS  ON 
BULLETIN  BOARDS  JUST  ABOVE  THE  PIT. 

LErS  CET  PHYSICAL!!! 


(^HIC  E.  MONKEY  AND  LOU  CEHRIC) 


Bowling,  Anyone? 

Innis  is  hosting  a  bowling 
night ! 

Where:     Meet  in  the  Innis  Pit 

When:  8:00pra,   January  19 

Who:  All  welcome! 

Why:        Why  the  hell  not? 

BALLS,    BALLS  EVERYWHERE    ! ! ! ! 


Fnnis  Scoifboairi 
MKN'S 

Uivision  II  Hockey 
Quarter  Finals:  I'hariiiacy  4 
Innis  0 

Division  II  Volleyball 

Gaine  1:  Law  IS-  Innis  13 
Game  2:  Law  16-Innis  14 
Law  Wins  2  games  to  0 

CO-ED 

1st  Term  Playoffs 
Scmi-Finals 
Phys-Ed  2-  Innis  0 

Good  GuysO  Assholes  72 


/A' 


IBCS  TO  REVIVE  INNIS  PUB  CRAWL  COMPETITION 

nother  in  an  ongoing  series  of  enlightening  articles  for  all  Innis  beer  connoisseurs 
by  Cass  Enright 

Deep  in  the  dark  enclaves  of  the  Innis  College  Student  Society  lies  a  trophy  This  trophy, 
a  massive  melding  of  wood  and  gold  (-like  substance)  has  been  collecting  dust  for  years,  never 


IhaHiyQzdl;  Will  give  yoi 
eternal  life  if  drunk  from; 
however  only  if  filled  with  a 
fine  brew. 


touched,  engraved,  enjoyed  or  drunken  out  of  in  a  very  long  time.  This  trophy  was  presented  every  year  to  the  captain  of  the 
winning  team  of  the  now-defunct  Innis  Pub  Crawl  Competition. 

The  Innis  Beer  Connoisseurs  Society,  the  official  beer  appreciation  club  of  Innis  College,  will  revive  this  hallowed  Innis 
tradition  in  the  spring  of  1996.  Dormant  since  the  late  1980s,  the  competition  ran  from  1976  and  was  one  of  Innis'  most 
awaited  events.  Recently  at  work  I  happened  to  meet  an  employee  who  was  of  Innis  when  she  attended  U.  of  T.  until  graduation 
in  1990.  I  asked  her  about  her  memories  of  Innis,  saying  she  had  a  smokin'-good  time,  especially  the  Pub  Crawl  Competition. 
She  told  me  everyone  participated,  had  a  great  time,  drunk  some  good  brew  and  fell  asleep  on  Robard's  backyard.  The  Innis 
Beer  Connoisseurs  Society  feels  that  this  fine  Innis  tradition  should  be  brought  back  once  again  for  the  beer  lovers  of  Innis 
College. 

The  way  the  competition  works  is  simple.  Based  on  the  information  received  from  my  friend  at  work,  everyone  is  given 
a  list  of  hints  referring  to  pubs  around  school.  An  example  would  be  'The  Duchess'  husband,"  referring  to  The  Duke  of  York. 
The  clues  (decreasing  in  trickery  as  the  night  wears  on  and  mental  ability)  must  be  solved  and  the  pubs  visited.  While  at  the 
pubs,  the  teams  will  drink  their  favorite  beers  (or  other  alcoholic  beverage  if  desired)  and  collect  receipts.  At  the  end  of  the 
night,  we  will  all  meet  to  determine  the  winner,  based  upon  correct  pubs  visited  and  alcohol  consumed.  The  winning  team  will 
get  some  cool  free  stuff  from  the  Innis  Beer  Connoisseurs  Society  and  the  captain  will  have  his/her  name  engraved  on  the 
monster  Pub  Crawl  trophy,  for  the  first  time  since  1987. 

The  competition  ran  from  1976  until  the  late  1980s,  ending  for  some  reason  unknown  to  this  writer  Simon  B.  Cotter, 
former  Innis  student  and  Yuk  Yuk's  comedy  circuit  journeyman,  was  the  grand  champion  of  the  competition,  captaining  the 
winning  teams  from  1981  thru  1986. 

THIS  ARTICLE  IS  ANTI-FEMINIST  AND  IS  SEXUAL  IN  NATURE  AND  CON- 
TENT 

by  cass  enright,  prez  of  the  beer  connoisseurs  society 

Actually  its  not,  but  I  just  wanted  to  see  if  I  could  get  your  attention  to  preach  to  you  more  about  beer.  Please 
read  on.  Who  knows,  there  may  be  some  anti-feminist  sexual  fun  in  here  somewhere.... 

As  if  you  haven't  read  enough  about  us  on  this  page  so  far  (if  you've  actually  lasted  until  here)  I'd  like  to  take 
some  time  to  update  everyone  about  the  goings  on  of  the  club.  As  you  may  or  may  not  know,  the  IBCS  organized  a 
highly  successful  pub  crawl  last  month.  Many  many  people  showed  up,  and  we  trekked  down  to  the  Rotterdam  Bar 
and  Bistro  on  King  Street  and  got  a  magnificent  table  setup  in  the  centre  of  the  bar.  The  beer  and  our  seating  was  so 
good  we  decided  to  remain  at  the  Rotterdam  the  whole  night.  (I  know  this  goes  against  the  definition  of  a  'crawl',  but 
it  was  sooo  cold  and  anywhere  else  we  would  have  gone  to  was  far  away  and  we  would  have  had  to  stand.) 

But  I  am  not  writing  to  say  how  much  I  am  amazed  how  many  people  at  Innis  do  not  know  the  definition  of  the 
words  "free  beer,"  I  am  writing  to  thank  who  showed  up  and  to  offer  a  hand  to  anyone  who  wants  to  come  out  to  a 
future  event.  We  will  probably  be  having  another  crawl  in  January,  this  time  a  real  crawl  to  more  than  one  pub.  There 
are  many  dense  clusters  of  good  pubs  in  the  downtown  core,  and  we  plan  on  going  straight  into  the  heart  of  one. 

As  an  unnamed  Innis  beer  drinker  told  me,  "You  know,  I  really  hated  Innis  until  I  joined  the  Beer  Connoisseurs 
Society."  The  Innis  Beer  Connoisseurs  Society  can  change  people.  It  can  change  attitutes.  Feeling  down?  Hating  your 
life?  A  little  thirsty?  Then  come  out  to  the  next  beer  club  pub  crawl  and  have  a  few  good  beers.  If  not,  piss  off. 

By  the  way,  C'est  What?  at  Front  and  Church  St,  now  has  the  famous  Eisbock,  the  '96  edition,  on  tap  for  all 
connoisseurs  enjoyment.  I  do  not  know  how  long  it  will  last,  but  I  tried  it  for  the  first  time  on  tap  a  few  days  ago  and 
was  blown  away  Not  only  was  it  a  smooth  8%  alchohol,  it  was  just  a  great  beer  with  an  awesome  fruity  aftertaste. 
Eisbock  is  a  true  beer  connoisseurs'  beer  so  rush  down  to  C'est  What?  and  sample  a  pint  for  yourself. 

The  sexual  stuff  you  might  ask?  Grafenberg!  So  there.  That  was  some. 


He  tea:  King:  This  could 
be  YOU  -  if  you  participate 
in  the  Innis  Pub  Crawl 
competition.... 


Again  I  must  plea  to  all  Innis  students  who  do  not  want  to  see  this  page  written  by  only 
myself  every  month...!  am  looking  for  submissions  to  the  Thirsty  section  -  Funniest 
Drunk  Stones  - 1  know  everyone  has  them  -  from  their  dark  past  to  recent  Christmas/ 
New  Year's  holidays  -  we  had  a  whole  month  off  -  plenty  of  time  to  slam  back  a  few  and 
life  to  tell!  So  please,  write  down  your  funniest.craziest  or  kookiest  drunken  story  and 
hand  It  m  to  the  Innis  Herald  office  at  Room  305  of  the  old  Innis  building.  No  submis- 
sions would  inevitably  lead  me  to  believe  everyone  at  Innis  wants  to  see  nothing  on  this 
page  but  my  work!  (Or  maybe  nobody  reads  this  page  anyway....or  maybe  you  really 
do  love  me!) 


a. 

33 

no 


m 

-  famous(?)  brewmeister's 
 proverb 


"Mind  the  gap,  I  fell  in!" 

by  Carolyn  Parr 

The  first  thing  I  learned  about  Toronto 
was  the  T.T.C.  My  first  station  was  Spadina, 
home  of  the  uncelebrated  Spadina  bus.  What 
belter  way  to  be  introduced  to  this  city  than 
a  ride  down  Spadina  through  the  potholes, 
among  the  smells?  Sinister  things  happen 
on  this  bus.  I  rode  alone  at  midnight  on  Hal- 
loween, in  fake  fur  and  whiskers.  I  would 
not  recommend  riding  this  bus  dressed  as 
an  animal.  It  does  not  go  over  well.  Maybe 
you  could  get  away  with  it  on  the  Queen 
car,  but  only  if  you  were  leashed  to  a  Goth 
boy.  Just  remember,  the  real  danger  of 
Spadina  lies  in  getting  on  the  bus  at  the  sta- 
tion. If  you  think  of  the  storming  of  the 
Bastille  you  get  the  picture. 

I  think  most  people  who  hate  the  T.T.C. 
do  so  because  they  only  ride  during  the  day. 
That  is  a  big  mistake.  The  T.T.C.  is  lovely  at 
night.  Take  the  Bloor  bus  sometime.  It  only 
runs  at  night,  bulleting  along,  spewing  ex- 
haust and  passengers  at  every  comer.  It  has 
been  reliable  for  me  in  the  past,  it  takes  me 
from  Bathurst  to  Brock  in  five  minutes.  It  is 
my  night-time  friend.  I  love  the  singing 
sound  the  brakes  make.  It  makes  me  try  and 
imagine  a  thousand  ways  to  die.  Commut- 
ing is  good  for  thinking  creative  thoughts 
such  as  this,  unlike  school. 

I  hate  the  comer  of  Bathurst  and  Bloor. 
Honest  Ed's  makes  me  want  to  throw  up.  If 
Vegas  looks  anything  like  a  building  of  Ed 
Mirvishs'  I  will  move  to  Canada  forever. 
The  Bathurst  streetcar  is  only  slightly  bet- 
ter than  the  comer  from  which  it  comes. 
Have  you  ever  noticed  that  the  most  inter- 
esting things  can  happen  when  you  ride  it? 
For  instance,  you  get  stuck  in  traffic  and  it 
takes  ten  minutes  to  get  from  Bloor  to 
Harbord.  You  get  stuck  in  traffic  and  it  takes 
another  ten  minutes  to  get  to  Dundas.  In 
forty  minutes  you  could  reach  Queen.  The 
thing  is,  going  north  on  the  Bathurst  car 
takes  as  much  time  as  going  south,  only 
you  spend  it  waiting  outside  at  the  stop. 
People  often  give  me  things  on  the  Bathurst 
car,  like  advice,  and  Toronto  Raptors/Shop- 
pers Drug  Mart  calendar/basketball  hoops. 
Then  there  are  the  drivers,  who  call  you 
"missy."  There  was  once  a  magnificent 
Bathurst  driver  who  renamed  all  the  stops 
and  sung  them  out.  This  is  what  happens 
to  unemployed  opera  singers. 

Be  sure  to  bring  treats  when  you  com- 
mute, music  and  little  snacks.  And  mind 
the  gap.  I  interviewed  someone  that  didn't. 
Think  of  your  trip  as  one  long  continuous 
motiiJh.  Breeze  into  the  subway  as  el- 
egantly and  regally  as  you  can.  Watch  im- 
passively as  the  tired  downtrodden  masses 
let  you  through  the  doors  first.  Try  to  make 
the  transitions  smooth,  keeping  in  mind 
what  my  room-mate  told  me.  "the  timing 
of  subways  is  useless,  the  timing  of  buses  is 
an  art." 

Above  all,  don't  rush  yourself.  Be  men- 
tally prepared  for  delays  due  to  suicides  and 
other  breakdowns.  Enjoy  the  company  of 
your  fellow  passengers,  take  advantage  of 
the  situation.  You  could  start  a  six-stop  ro- 
mance with  a  business  man.  Offer  him  a 
chocolate  cigarette,  they  seldom  refuse.  You 
could  get  off  at  the  same  station  and  walk 
opposite  ways  at  the  intersection.  It  could 
be  nice. 


Anti-Subway,  Uncle  Rant 

by  Carlin  Sander 

Subways.  The  breath  of  the  centre,  the  heartbeat  of  the  underworld.  The 
hamster  in  the  wheel  of  urban  life.  No,  not  really.  It's  just  a  big  chunk  of  metal 
being  hurtled  at  tremendous  speeds  right  below  us  each  and  every  day.  Like 
herds  of  cattle  we  are  rounded  up  and  shoved  into  a  box  so  crowded  that  you 
can't  even  scratch  your  ass  without  elbowing  some  little  old  lady  in  the  eye.  Bad 
thought. 

Lately,  this  whole  subject  has  become  quite  an  obsession  of  mine.  This  organiza- 
tion called  the  TTC  has  managed  to  monopolize  the  underground,  while  at  the  same  time  creating  this  whole  system 
of  bureaucracy  giving  little  men  and  women  big  uniforms  and  free  reign  on  the  magic  train  of  power  trips.  They're 
just  people,  aren't  they? 

My  opinion  is  that  it's  a  cryin'  shame  that  we  humans  have  over-developed  our  surroundings  to  suit  our 
greedy  needs  all  in  the  name  of  the  minute  and  the  almighty  dollar.  We  have  overextended  ourselves,  cramming  so 
many  people  into  one  place  not  ever  thinking  to  leave  space  to  roam  freely.  Now,  we  have  to  be  divided  and  then 
subdivided  into  groups  and  try  desperately  not  to  lose  even  one  itty-bit^  second,  as  we  fly  through  the  ground.  We 
don't  belong  there.  If  humans  belonged  underground  we  would  have  been  bom  there.  Insisting  that  we  deserve  to  be 
there,  cramming  ourselves  into  a  world  where  we 
just  don't  b  elong  can  only  mean  one  thing  in  my  eyes.  DOOM!! 

As  if  this  worid  needs  any  more  disasters...  On  top  of  the  ultimate  hatred  of  war  and  the  excruciating  pain  of 
worid  hunger,  the  last  thing  we  need  is  for  all  the  dark  and  musty  creatures  from  the  deep  blackness  below  to  come 
to  the  surface,  flash  their  fangs  and  end  life  as  we  know  it.  Ahready,  subways  have  altered  out  natural  behaviour  with 
the  introduction  of  the  underground  blank  stare.  Haven't  you  ever  noticed  the  look  in  the  eyes  of  most  travellers  of 
the  underground.  It's  kinda  scary,  being  a  complete  detachment  from  any  natural  human  emotions,  replacing  it  with 
an  almost  reptilian  look,  glazed  and  cold-hearted. 

I  hope  the  next  time  you're  about  to  hand  over  your  precious  two  dollars  in  support  of  the  this-ciose-to-being- 
aforementioned-organization,  think  twice  and  beware. 

Owen  Gerrard 

by  Winter  biking  tips 

Even  the  bravest  of  the  brave  buckle  at  the 
thought  of  bicycling  their  way  to  chemistry  class 
(in  mid-January  or  February  for  that  matter.)  Win- 
ter biking  is  harder,  colder,  scarier  and  more  down- 
right dangerous  than  any  other  time  of  the  year. 
But  the  T.T.C.  is  too  slow  and  crowded  and  who 
can  afford  a  car  (not  to  mention  that  every  envi- 
ronmentally conscious  student  knows  that  cars  are 
just  fuckin'  stinky),  so  some  of  us  are  forced  to 
don  our  gortex  armour  and  ride  our  metal  steeds 
(be  they  steel,  cromoly,  aluminum,  titanium  or  mst) 
off  into  the  traffic.  If  you  are  one  of  the  many  and 
the  foolish  then  here  are  some  pointers  on  how  to 
stay  upright  and  rolling,  (better  than  uptight  and 
strolling.  -Ed.) 

The  fu-st  thing  to  remember  is  YOU  NEVER 
EVER  WANT  TO  BE  WET!  Wet  is  bad,  the  wet 
will  only  make  you  colder  and  who  wants  that? 
So,  you  ask,  how  do  I  keep  from  getting  wet?  First 
don 't  fall  down,  second  buy  fenders,  third  wear  the 
wonder  material  GORTEX.  These  three  tips  when 
used  together  should  keep  you  dry. 

Another  problem  is  maintenance.  Salt  is  the 
enemy  of  all  metals!  Salt  will  rust  your  chain,  cor- 
rode and  weaken  your  frame,  and  fuse  your  bot- 
tom bracket  in  its  place.  If  any  one  of  these  things 
is  happening  to  your  bicycle  then  immediately  wash 
your  mount  down  with  warm  water  and  re-oil  down 
your  bike  at  the  end  of  every  riding  day  (every  other 
day  will  do  fine).  Also  be  sure  to  fill  your  tires 
with  cold  air  so  that  your  tires  don't  go  flat  every 
time  you  take  your  bicycle  outside  (yes,  physics 
applies  to  bicycles). 

One  of  the  toughest  times  to  ride  is  during  snow  falls.  The  road  gets  slippery  and  icy,  your  tires  get  heavier 
from  picking  up  snow,  and  all  the  cars  go  too  slowly.  My  personal  strategy  is  to  use  thin  tires  that  cut  the  snow  (slick 
tires  pick  up  less  snow  but  nobbies  give  you  more  traction)  and  go  really  fast  so  all  the  cars  think  I'm  crazy  and  stay 
away  from  me. 

Well,  those  are  the  best  tips  I  can  think  of,  but  remember  that  no  newspaper  article  can  make  up  for  practical 
experience,  so  you  should  really  feel  comfortable  on  ice  and  snow  before  attacking  any  major  streets.  Remember 
Two  Wheels  Good  Four  Wheels  Bad. 


The  Next  Rollicking  Herald  Meeting  Will  Take  Place  At  Four  p.m.  on  Thursday, 
January  11,  1996,  in  Innis  College's  famous  "Pot"  (sorry,  that's  "Pit'; -tired  Ed.) 


0 


UNTITLED 

by  O,  Stakhanov 

Oh  god  she's  beautiful  she  must  be  what  twenties 
at  least  twenties  brother's  age  probably  too  old  no 
maybe  probably  too  old  too  far  gone  ha.  But  no 
she's  beautiful  in  yellowing  jeans  and  dailcened 
jacket  pacing  around  putting  her  coat  down  pick- 
ing her  coat  up  distracted  as  the  wind  caresses  the  leaves  in  autumn  and  kills  them.  Pick- 
ing up  her  jacket  putting  it  down  again  probably  tense  probably  beautiful  who's  she  wait- 
ing for  maybe  a  husband  but  maybe  she's  not  that  old  maybe  she's  not  waiting  for  anyone 
of  course  in  the  arrivals  section  of  the  airport  on  Christmas  day  blizzard  she's  not  waiting 
for  anyone  she's  just  hanging  out  she  just  likes  planes  but  her  face  isn't  really  my  type 
even  if  she  looks  like  hazelnut  you  can't  just  say  you  know  what  she's  like  just  by  looking 
but  she  does  look  tense  she  does  she  is  beautiful  certainly  but  maybe  too  old  wearing 
yellowy  putting  her  coat  out  on  the  chair  picking  it  up  again.  She  walks  by  me  she  walks 
by  me  again  she  walks  by  me.  She  goes  outside  now  and  1  can  see  one  other  person  out 
there  is  she  going  out  so  I  can  say  well  I  could  have  said  to  her  hello  but  where  would  it 
have  gone  anyway  I  could  have  said  hello  not  as  some  evil  bastard  but  just  to  say  hello 
because  humanity  requires  communication  we  are  both  in  the  airport  waiting  how  much 
we  have  in  common!  She's  gone  outside  not  really  outside  but  to  the  airlock  that  these 
airports  have  the  gap  between  the  irmer  doors  automatic  and  the  outer  doors  the  space 
between  the  real  inside  and  the  real  outside  the  limbo  of  the  inner  aching  outer  souls  of 
we  who  were  lukewarm  lukewarm  all  lifelong  lukewarm  where  she's  gone  everyone's 
gone  so  she  hasn't  left  even  if  she  looks  tense  even  if  she  isn't  lukewarm  at  all  maybe  she 
is  maybe  not  at  all  maybe  she 's  just  gone  out  there  a  little  while  maybe  she  likes  the  cold 
or  seeing  the  snow  fall  fall  she  has  her  coat  with  her  it's  not  that  cold  there  not  as  cold  as 
really  cold  outside  but  she  hasn't  gone  out  all  the  way  out  black  hair  and  all  black  wet  hair 
and  bciging  skin  she  hasn't  gone  all  the  way  out  even  if  I  don't  know  at  all  what  she's 
doing  she  hasn't  gone  all  the  way  out  actually  she's  standing  behind  me  in  her  airlock 
she's  looking  out  the  other  way  1  can  see  her  from  behind  my  eyes  but  since  she  hasn't 
gone  all  the  way  out  I  haven't  got  to  the  point  of  saying  well  you  almost  spoke  to  a 
beautiful  girl  at  the  airport  today  but  you  didn't  take  the  opportunity  you  didn't  say  hello 
or  anything  after  and  she  left  but  she  hasn't  left.  She's  come  back  in  and  I'm  still  sitting 
she's  come  back  in  but  her  coat  isn't  there  any  more  she  walks  by  me  and  away  shit  and 
I  close  my  eyes  but  then  again  I  see  her  drinking  a  coke  she's  just  gone  over  to  the  coke 

machine  to  get  a  coke  she's  only  drinking  a  coke  she  hasn't  gone  anywhere  she  hasn't  left  both  and  walk  and  stop  and 
she  just  wanted  to  drink  a  coke  so  I'm  not  yet  saying  I  missed  a  chance  to  talk  to  her  Excuse  me.  I  don't  suppose  you  have  a  cigarette? 


because  she's  still  here  so  I  can  still  not  talk  to  her  a  little  more  and  go  over  to  that  other 
window  and  see  if  anyone's  come  through  here  see  if  the  plane's  arrived  but  it  hasn't  and 
delayed  snow  and  so  I  can  come  back  over  here  and  stand  where  I  was  sitting  before,  facing 
out  to  her  airlock  my  Umbo  too  where  she's  standing  holding  her  lip  and  drinking  her  coke 
and  she's  not  more  than  an  arm  away  but  through  glass  so  thick  she  can't  see  me  she's 
staring  out  at  the  cars  not  where  the  people  come  in  o^  the  plane  but  out  at  the  cars  taking 
one  last  look  out  at  the  cars  and  throwing  her  coke  away  because  she's  already  finished  it 
she  drank  it  fucking  fast  she  must  have  been  thirsty  she  must  be  tense  even  in  the  time  I 
went  over  to  look  out  at  the  people  fetching  the  wrong  luggage  the  not-yet  luggage  not  the 
right  luggage  yet  she  had  drunk  what  half  that  coke,  at  least.  And  I'm  standing  and  she  looks 
this  way  but  not  really  this  way  and  I  pretend  not  to  look  too  and  maybe  that's  why  she 
doesn't  see  me  because  I  pretend  not  to  look  maybe  she  looks  at  me  the  way  maybe  I'd  look 
at  a  chair  if  I  could  be  bothered  if  I  weren't  not  looking  at  her  and  looking  and  she's  got  her 
bags  thin  leather  elegant  bags  and  artsy  poster  bag  or  cylindrical  hat  black  bag  or  some- 
thing and  anyway  she's  inches  away  and  I  look  around  and  nothing  and  1  look  back  and  out 
there's  the  cigarette  it's  there  out  into  her  mouth  it's  lit  and  smoking  as  if  I  had  looked  away 
and  civilisations  had  declined  and  new  ones  had  sprung  up  in  their  places  out  it  is  smoking 
away  in  the  airlock  where  one  other  nondescript  guy  is  smoking  too  if  not  her  way  and  I 
could  say  I  don't  suppose  you  have  a  cigarette  and  ask  her  why  she's  tense  because  she's  so 
beautiful  just  to  talk  to  someone  till  the  plane  comes  because  she's  so  beautiful  or  I  could  be 
at  home  again  in  a  few  hours  together  and  alone  alone  again  in  a  few  hours  telling  myself 
the  story  of  why  I  didn't  iimocently  say  I  don't  suppose  you  have  a  cigarette  in  the  hope  that 
it  might  make  my  life  clearer  not  give  me  cancer  because  she's  throwing  the  pack  away  she 
threw  it  away  after  lighting  it  up  the  last  one  Benson  and  Hedges  in  those  gold  packs  smok- 
ing her  last  cigarette  so  she  couldn't  possibly  give  me  one  which  makes  it  imperative  that  I 
should  ask  her  for  one  I  don't  suppose  you  have  a  cigarette  if  only  because  I  know  she  can't 
give  me  one,  but  then  I'd  say  you  look  tense  and  ask  her  why  and  we  could  talk  and  shake 
the  veneer  maybe  this  prison  might  take  visitors,  a  last  smoke  for  a  condemned  man  who 
knows  he'd  never  even  say  limbo  and  never  even  reach  to  say  because  even  if  he  were  even 
if  he  were  working  blindly  a  blind  bastard  cancerous  cart-horse  he  knows  he'd  never  reach 
anything  not  in  this  weather  because  he  can't  see  what  he's  reaching  for,  like  the  man  who 
wants  to  talk  to  the  woman  in  the  airport  but  really  doesn't  know  why  (to  play?)  and  the 
planes  are  bringing  more  people  out  and  more  people  mill  but  not  the  right  people  because 
it's  not  yet  the  right  people  or  no  perhaps  never  can  it  never  be  the  right  person  and  I  stand 
and  walk  away  and  walk  to  the  other  window  and  nothing  the  wrong  people  and  stand  and 
walk  back  and  stand  and  don't  see  black  hair  and  eyes  and  don't  see  yellowing  and  don't  see 
cigarette  don't  think  to  see  stop  thinking  and  walking  out  limb  limbo  neither  in  or  out  and 


LOVEi>N 


THE  ROCKS 

■;  Dave  Lazar 


UNTITLED— MARIJ HE'S  SONC 

He  thinks  no  means  yes  and  yes  means  no. 

He  thinks  I'm  going  to  stay  when  I'm  ready  to  go. 

He  thinks  he's  God's  gift  to  women. 

He  thinks  he's  got  it  all  worked  out. 

He  thinks  he  knows  what  I'm  saying. 

Says  I  don't  really  need  to  shout. 

He  says  "I  love  you  and  that's  no  lie". 

Well  that'd  be  fine  if  he  were  any  other  guy. 

He  swears  he  didn't  mean  to  hurt  me. 

His  fingers  crossed  behind  his  back. 

He  promises  not  to  desert  me. 

But  his  fists  are  ready  to  attack. 

I  can't  take  much  more  of  this  now. 

How  much  more  will  you  dish  out? 

1  want  to  tell  you  that  I'm  leaving. 

Instead  I'm  in  the  ring  for  just  one  more  bout. 

Well  1  didn't  really  mean  to  be  here. 

Guess  I  was  just  following  pattern. 

My  life  had  goals  and  ambitions. 

Thought  I  was  gonna  save  the  worid. 

But  he  stole  all  my  inhibitions. 

Now  I'm  as  helpless  as  a  girl. 

Right  now  he  holds  the  reins  and  he'll  steer. 

But  I  pray  one  day  I'll  have  my  turn. 

I'm  getting  tired  of  the  bruises, 

Hoping  I'm  strong  enough  to  survive. 

They  say  it's  the  weaker  one  who  loses. 

Well  1  jusi  feel  lucky  I'm  alive. 

1  can't  take  much  more  of  this  now. 

How  much  more  will  you  dish  out? 

I  try  to  tell  you  that  I'm  leaving 

Instead  I'm  in  the  ring  for  just  one  more  bout. 

I  just  feel  lucky  I'm  alive. 

'Cuz  it  takes  a  lot  in  this  ring  to  survive. 


Vi'lth  .sure  J 00 ted.. ace. 
f  t.(»id  nlierfd  t)ajiimfcn>  and  iuce. 


id,  re  mem 


!  t  I'll  hunt  foVo\ir  ro*Mfwttii.iui  ice  pidt 
J  •-  vnu  wiU  jiivo  birth  ly  mv  child 

At  II  i,^afl  in  Viim  iyr  a  meltdown 
And  pi  a>  for  one  day  to  be  miJd, 


Xn  my  dreartu^e^ freeze,  it  is  coming, 
your  hairjlP^wineskln  our  bliss 
In  my  dreaiiT  y-'^'ti-  the  only  survivors  I 
^vr'i'  f  with  our  piss. 


TO  ALL  WHOM  I  LOST  (OR 
LOST  ME)  '95 

^y^-     ^  . 
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gKWfli^  heart  bul  i  coulii 
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liav|,jvou!d  havt'  fhro\^u  it  invay. 
fiiht  it  wo'^^ave  been  great  l)UE  A&s 
NVliat  hiust  itfa^^hftt  i  sav  h  rasvit 
LiidiTsiood.  How  much  flit)  i  keep  trjm^.' 
I  am  quite  u.sed  to  holding  buck  ti|e  t^ors 
.\Tid  savmg  good-bye.  i  am  sorrv  but 
1  tan  give  mv  heart  to  sumeonc  die. 
Merrv.Chnstmas,  pie;lse  answer  me  t 
my  eyes  ever  sec  a  dance 


I  Vantea, 
I  stared> 
.■  ■  you  turned  /* 

you^miled  ^ 
^^"T  diiiAied  my^ead 
',  in  feigned  shyness 
i.    a  [Coy  glance 
fronijUplifted  'eyes 
a  hanging  head 


Xnd  iis  V!ju  Uial  OJU! 
With  your  liutid  on  f 
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iind  I  re;d!v 


mv  snow  cone* 
.n  right  ear'' 
IS  our  conjrade 
ing  to  fear. " 


your  look  bore  down  on 
>ody  posed  in  submission 


>oii  sDiiied 


Bul  I  ciiii'i  help  the         of  foreboding 
as  the  tiiift  tJescead^Ot^he  West 
that  the  oniv  heat  fo  our  future 
l>  Ihv  tifi.'  tlial  bunis  iii  your  breast. 
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yuu  upproached- 
I  fjliLi'd  unauareness 
J  prett-njied  the  suri 
'i^^.jou  said  a  *ysual  he 
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LIFE,THE  UNIVERSE,  AND  EVEIV» 
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by  Jeff  Perz 


December  22. 1992. 1:35  AM 
How  Not  to  Rob  A  Convenience  Storp 
W.  N.  O'Higgins 

"I  know  this  is  painfijl,  but  I  have  to  say  it  anyway.  If  they  have  not  found  Grandfather  by  Monday 
I  do  not  think  that  they  ever  will.  You  have  to  see  this  as  a  possibility.  You  should  go  home  and  go  to  bed' 
now.  I  will  be  along  shortly,  but  I  am  going  across  to  the  store  to  play  a  video  game.  Okay,  Jane?  Come 
on,  go  to  bed  now,  and  think  about  it  tomorrow." 

"All  right.  You  have  a  key?  See  you  in  the  morning." 

Jane  snuffs  her  cigarette,  and  gets  up  slowly,  pulling  her  jacket  around  her.  She  leaves  the  coffee 
shop  without  a  backward  glance,  but  I  can  see  in  her  posture  that  she  is  crying  again.  I  have  no  tears  for 
Grandfather. 

I  settle  the  bill  and  cross  the  street,  the  city  stink  filling  my  nostrils  as  the  dank  Vancouver  slush  fills 
my  shoes.  I  hurry  across  to  the  brightly  lit  convenience  store,  intent  on  my  strategy  for  the  game.  The 
game  always  calms  my  nerves,  and  they  are  frayed  and  taut  tonight. 

I  get  into  the  game,  forgetting.  There  is  a  bang  —  painfully  loud.  I  look  over  my  shoulder  angrily, 
and  see  the  man  with  the  gun. 

Time  begins  to  slow,  my  movements  ponderous  and  hesitant.  I  try  to  hide  behind  the  video  game.  I 
am  halted  by  a  nervous  shout. 

"Hey  you!  Get  up!  Come  out!" 

There  is  a  moment  of  hesitation  wherein  I  think  about  who  he  might  be  talking  to.  Quickly  I  make 
the  decision  and  I  stand  slowly,  my  eyes  averted.  Just  as  I  come  to  my  full  height,  with  my  hands  out- 
stretched, I  look  up  at  him.  The  only  thought  in  my  mind  is  to  see  this  man  perfectly,  so  that  I  can  know 
him  later,  without  giving  him  the  impression  that  I  have  seen  his  face.  I  look  and  the  details  flood  into  my 
mind,  organizing  themselves.  Then  I  see  the  gun.  Big.  Black.  Hard.  It  is  pointing  at  my  chest.  I  see  the 
eyes  of  the  gunman,  wide  and  lost,  frightened.  Oh  god  —  he's  scared.  I  stare  at  die  ground. 

My  mind  brings  forth  an  image  of  me  grabbing  the  gun.  Faster  than  any  thought  before,  it  is 
crushed.  No!  Don't  even  think  it.  I  am  harmless,  I  am  harmless,  I  did  not  see  you,  I  am  harmless.  I  am 
moving  slowly,  I  am  harmless. 

I  walk  to  the  store  counter,  and  place  my  hands  on  it,  wide  apart.  The  steadiness  of  the  counter  is 
reassuring,  and  1  can  think  again.  I  stare,  unseeing,  at  the  tickets  to  heaven.  Every  muscle  is  tense,  every 
fiber  is  listening  now. 

"Open  it!  Open  it  now!"  screams  the  gun.  I  can  see  him  out  of  the  comer  of  my  eye,  but  I  cannot 
see  the  clerk  behind  the  counter.  He  wants  the  clerk  to  open  the  cash  drawer. 

r  can  hear  the  clerk  now,  and  he  is  crying.  He  keeps  saymg  that  he  can't.  I  don't  know  what  he 
means.  Why  won't  he  give  the  gun  the  money? 

I  look  at  the  man  with  the  tiniest  turn  of  my  head.  I  have  never  made  a  movement  that  small,  that 
insignificant.  Suddenly,  as  if  it  was  never  there,  my  fear  goes  away.  My  muscles  relax,  little  by  little,  over 
the  course  of  ten  seconds.  The  gun  is  just  a  tool.  The  man  is  just  a  man,  nothing  to  fear.  He  is  nervous, 
jittery.  He  wants  something,  but  he  is  confused. 

He  tums  suddenly  and  runs  to  the  door.  Tliere  is  a  sharp  clack  of  steel  on  glass  as  the  gun  hits  die 
door.  The  man  grunts  in  pain.  The  door  does  not  open.  He  takes  a  step  back  and  throws  himself  at  it 
Again  the  clack  of  gun  on  glass,  and  again  the  door  does  not  budge. 

He  turns  back,  die  gun  outstretched.  I  clench  my  whole  body  and  try  to  shrink  into  myself.  The  gun 
is  screaming  again. 

"Open  it!  Open  it  now!"  he  shouts,  hoarse  and  inhuman. 

"I  can't,  I  can't,  I  can't,  it  hurts,  I  can't,"  is  the  only  reply  from  behind  the  counter. 

The  gun  turns  away  and  runs  into  the  door.  A  third  time  he  grunts  in  pain,  and  falls.  He  is  a  man 

again. 

He  stands  and  thrusts  the  gun  in  my  face.  It  is  a  hand  span  away.  He  ovms  me.  I  cannot  refuse  the 
gun.  My  freedom  is  gone.  He  can  hurt  me  forever,  if  he  wants. 

•'Open  it!",  he  screams.  The  voice  seems  to  come  from  the  barrel  of  the  gun,  I  walk,  unthinking,  to 
the  door,  and  pull  it  open,  then  press  my  face  into  the  cold  metal  and  brick  sill.  The  gun  rushes  out  behind 
me,  and  gone. 

I  walk  to  die  counter  again.  Behind  it  is  die  cleric.  He  is  writhing  on  die  floor,  crying  and  helpless. 
I  see  diat  he  is  hurt,  and  I  act.  As  I  reach  for  Uie  phone  on  the  wall.  I  feel  the  bullet  rip  into  my  back.  I 
touch  die  phone,  the  bullet  has  not  come.  He  is  not  there  anymore.  IdiaI911.  As  they  answer  I  bend  down 
behind  the  counter,  still  feeling  die  imaginary  bullet.  The  clerk  has  a  hole  in  his  chest.  It  is  on  the  left  side, 
just  below  the  muscle.  I  try  to  hold  him  still,  and  cover  him  with  a  jacket.  I  remember  to  treat  for  shock. 
He  does  not  respond  to  my  voice,  but  still  I  talk  to  him. 

"Police  or  ambulance,  please."  says  the  clear,  sane  voice  from  die  phone.  I  ahnost  cease  to  shake. 

"Urn ...  bodi." 

As  I  give  the  address  I  try  to  diink  about  what  I  can  do  for  die  cleric.  I  remember  my  first  aid.  but  it 
does  not  help.  I  must  not  think.  I  keep  talking  to  the  dispatcher. 

"What  happened?"  asks  die  voice  irmocently,  untouched  by  where  I  am  and  what  has  happened. 

As  I  try  to  think  of  a  way  to  explain  what  has  occurred,  I  realize,  and  it  hits  like  a  fist  in  the  stomach. 
The  gun  never  spoke  before  he  pulled  Uie  trigger.  He  shot  the  clerk  and  then  asked  for  money.  He  was  not 

sane,  he  could  not  think.  He  was  not  in  control  of  himself,  but  he  took  my  life  away  from  me  for  time.  He  f  macitcsis  itscll  in  die  most  subtle  ways  ilunii^:  dav  lo  J:iv  litc.  1  Ik 


Indiebeginmng...No.  wait,  sorry.- Thcrr  was  nohc^innin""  \^ 
of  now,  science  has  only  uncoverednaBout  6U<^-  oi  ihc  ni^iit^r  nei.  essar»' 
to  halt  and  reverse  the  expansion  of  our  universe.  Bui  wait  Uica-'j 
more.  Those  NASA  guys  were  havmg  the  h^dest  time  finding  m-iticr 
that  IS  smaller  than  the  waveltmglh  of  hght.  Ail  th^ise  lurid  Icpton^  and 
quirky  quarks  are  just  too  damn  small  to  see  and  are  ihus  culled  durk 
matter.  Recently,  a  new  technique  was  dcveinpcd  to  \now  dark  malter 
indirectly.  The  gravitauonal  force  exmcd  bv  dark  madcr  distorts  any 
starlight  diat  may  hi  near  n,  Tlie  potential  of  tins  ccw  tcchni^iiii  has 
barely  been  exploied  and  promiics  to  nil  ui  the  remainini:  matter  re- 
quired to  prove  that  wehvc  man  ovciliatmt:  universe,  and  Lon<^qucn- 
tially,  tfiat  there  was  no  beginning.  .Also,  it  galaxies  were  mly  cam- 
posed  of  visible  maucr,  they  would  fly  apiirt  due  to  kick  of  mas-s-  The 
oscillating  model  is  the  only  one  that  accounts  lorihelacts  and  isbcins 
used  by  the  va^  njrtionly  oi  physicist?,  and  u^tro^^m^rs  lodav 

And  Gcxi  said...  Whot^ps!  Sorry.Ididitatzain.  Ihis  God  pfisun 
doesn  t  exist  euhor,  Well.  .She  inav  but  there  ts  no  way  of  findina  on; 
Certain  modem  rehgioui  groups  irv  lo  oan-e  ihe  existence  of  aper- 
sonal  creator  hy  u^ng  Ihc  oniulogical  ar^'unieiil.  i..;ius;il  .ircuiiK-nt'C- and 
especially  the  argunieni:  Ironi  dcMgn.  --^U  of  tliese  have  been  lotalty 
discredited  for  over  200  \itu-s,  If  >  ou  don't  bciieve  mc.  rc:id  ImnKinuct 
Kant  or  any  contemporary  cniicai  work  of  'God  proofs'.  U  reason 
can  t  do  the  job,  maybe  cxpenenci'  can.  about  all  th'^^e  people 

who  say  that  they  ■  leeeeel  the  presence  at  the  LORDl"  (in  a  Southern 
U.S.  accentj'  Well,  tht'  problem  with  feeling  theLxjrtl  i^  dial  ont;  ni-iv 
in  actuality  only  be  expericuclnc  some  in  vial  erf  ectot  niediiation  while 
in  prayer.  Tobe  safe.one  siiould  .tsk  the  experts:  ibe  Western  religiouv  - 
mystics^-  The  tunny  thing  about  diose  Wt'steni  mvstics  is  d^at  whedier  ■ 
diey  arftlJewish.  Christian,  or  Mustmi.  thev  all  describe  *God"  in  the 
same  \my.  -They  sajtihar  God.  die  individual,  and  thc  Uni'ren:e  itself . 
are  all:^ne  jrtlhe  s^e  tfyn^.  Cod"  is  not  some  tninsccndental  persona] 
creatqj.  It  iS'^odi  e^§iydimg  andnoilnng.  People,  the  stara,  £mJ  everv- 
Uirngflse  like^^an^e^t  waves  on  an  ovean.  Fundanis;nUiny.  the 
realitfof  the  unt^se  ife  withm  the  "water'  itself.  This. concept  iR 
calledP^Bitheism  and  is  a  comerptone  ol  Eastern  philosophy.  The  dif- 
ference IS  that  Eastern  philosofiiy  discards  all  the  hoopla  of  the  West 
and  gets  Tight  to  the  ponif.  OE,  OK.  Eastern  religions  do  have  their 
hoopla,  but  ccrtajffsecls  Slich  asZen  (in;BuddhiSm)  do  an  eKcellent  job 
of  gelling  nd  ot  rehgiousliooplji,  Zen  nurrows  its  tocys  to  contprchen- 
sion  of  reality  as  die  means  for  realising  absolute  happines-. 

-  rne.2nd  Law  otThcrmod^'namics  dictates  that:  given  nine,  eve- 
rything tunii  to  shit.  It  the  oscillating  model  of  the  universe  turns  out 
to  be  Wse,  JO  biUions  and  billions  ot^^cars.  all  the  matter  and  cnersy 
currenliv  m  the  univers.e  will  be  convened  Into  empty  space..  If  the 
oseiilatmg  model  is  correct,  gravity  will  cause  everything  tohapp(in  in 
reverw;.  The  subsequeni  expansion  may  not  resemble  theprejious 
ont  m  any  wav.  This  car  lead  fo  the  view  that  lite  is  one  big  accident 
and  b.LsjcTvsuL'ks  But  why  docs  lite  suck?  Lite  sucks  tor  exactly  the 
same  a-ason  why  there  is  anv  tn  die  first  place,.i.ome  of  tin;  first  locms 
of  lite  that  appeared,  by  chanee.had  an  insatiable  impulse  tQexisL-!For 
obvious  rea.s<>n.s  tlie  organisms  that  did  not  hive  this  quality  didn^  last 
very  lon^.  W'e  ail  tlius  have  this  egotistical"  desire  to  "be  .  or  be  at- 
fimied  as  diMiiici  individuals.  The  only  problem  witli  (his  is  tli.ii  de- 
pressing 2nd  Law  of  TherrauflvnamiLS.  \Ve  fe  all  5oin£  to  Jie  and 
,cvcntuatlv  tliere  is  going  to  be  nothing  lett.  Our  desire  lo  he  .dlinned 


did  not  know  what  he  was  doing.  My  freedom  was  possessed  by  a  man  widiout  any  idea  of  what  he  held 
under  his  fingertip, 

A  policeman  arrives  and  I  retreat  to  huddle  in  a  comer,  trying  not  to  think  or  break  apart. 
To  Editor 

This  is  as  true  and  accurate  account  of  the  events  of  December  22, 1992,  as  lam  able  to  provide.  I  submit 
it  as  a  response  to  die  suggestion  for  an  article  on  "How  to  Rob  A  Convenience  Store".  I  find  the  topic  in 
poor  taste,  but  I  am  in  position  for  it  to  be  a  real  issue.  I  don't  know  how  you  want  to  present  diis  piece,  so 
I  leave  it  up  to  your  discretion.  It  could  be  given  lots  of  interpretations  diat  would  attach  it  to  an  "issue", 
such  as  gun  control,  or  the  racism  built  into  the  police  departments  of  this  country,  as  no  charges  were  ever 
laid  and  no  investigation  was  ever  followed  up.  The  man  shot  was  a  Pakistani,  and  die  man  who  shot  him 
was  white.  Tliis  neglect  is  not  uncommon  in  the  Vancouver  police  department.  I  just  don't  want  diis 
published  if  it  is  to  be  treated  as  a  joke,  because  it  is  still  very  real  to  me. 


SUBMIT  TO  MY  SECTION  OR  DIE! 


0 


ftjnev  liable  denial  ot  this  desire,  no  matter  how  subtle,  causes  ps\t:h.v 
logicrd  pLLiu.  FUCK!  Lifesucks!  What  can  you  do  VoucanidenaJy 
with  tiie  Whole  as  well  as  with  one's  sell.  If  you  ean  swmg  dun,  all 
your  egoB§Iical  pains  and  neurosis  will  melt  into  the  One.  Tlie.onlj^  ■ 
problejj^  that  this  is  an  extremely  hard  to  feat  to  realize.  The  most 
effici^  way  is  to  drop  out  of  society  and  become  a  Zen  monk.  You 
will  t^fj^approkch  die  actual  comprehension  diat  you  a^  indeed  just  'a 
drop  ialtlie  ocean'.  ii?, 

^The  problem  with  this  is  that  most  people  are  not  Willing  to 
drog.'fiut  of  egotistical  society  for  what  could  be  die  rest  ot  their  life,  on 
thi^jjff  chance  Uiat  they  may  realize  their  true  nature. and  tnuilly  be 
ha|!py  If  you're  too  attached  to  egotistical  living  to  leave  S(Kieiy,  there 
arcia  few  litlle  things  you  can  do.lQ  relieve  pain.,  Pariijl  iiiidersianding 
byivay  of  the  av:iilablc  lireramrc  helps.  I  recommend  The  Tao  of  Physics  ■ 
by  FrHitir  Capra.  The  Zeu  Doctrine  uf  No-Miiid  by  D.T  Suzukt.  and  . 
Zen  and  The  Psychology  of  Transformation  by  Hubert  Bcnoit.  One 

.  neat  trick  for  getting  rid  of  psychological  distress  is  by  focusing  on  it 
directly.  Try  to  grasp  die  pain  Itself,  not  the  particular  mental  images 
or  thoughts  associated  widi  it.  This  in  itself  is  fruitless,  but  die  very  act 

dissipates  the  pain. 


Horoscopes 

Aries  march  20-april  9 
One  January,  the  lonesome  de  Puss,  celes- 
tial star  of  countless  games  of  hearts, 
strapped  her  walking  legs  in  high  heeled 
shoes  and  strove  off  across  the  ice  in  search 
of  inspiration.  1  would  advise  you  to  stay 
where  you  are,  but  Aries  only  do  what  they 
want,  don't  they? 
Taurus  april  20-may  20 
There  is  a  strange  story  of  a  frog  who  was 
turned  into  a  prince  against  his  wishes. 
Don't  l<id  yourself,  fancy  mustaches  and 
unlimited  credit  cannot  compete  with  the 
husky  sounds  of  a  reedy  lullaby. 
Gemini  may  21 -June  20 
The  great  Pujjabi  sits  in  his  velvet  pleas- 
ure den  playing  with  electricity.  Be  warned, 
fair  Gemini,  not  to  cross  live  wires. 
Cancer  june  21-july  22 

"You  seem  sir,  to  have  misplaced  your 
soul,  amid  the  holiday  shuffle  or  the  ec- 
stasy of  Boxing  Day  sales  perhaps?  May  I 
show  you  our  selection  of  replacements, 
available  at  a  low  monthly  interest  rate 
of..." 

Don't  do  it  Cancer!!  She'll  come  back 
to  you  once  you  abandon  the  things  you 
pushed  her  out  for. 
Lfija  July  23-august  22 
You  sexy  jungle  beast,  purring  and  roar- 
ing your  way  through  this  new  year.  A  cat 
like  that  is  the  most  luxurious  piece  of 
property  anyone  has  ever  laid  eyes  on. 
Virgo  august  23-september  22 
Virgo,  the  celestial  darimg,  discards  an  old 
coat,  disregards  a  new  one,  and  slips  into 
summer  sheers  fit  to  outdance  the  flurries. 
Dance  for  yourself  Virgo,  and  you  will 
dance  for  everybody. 
Libra  September  23-october  22 
If  you  think  kleenex  and  hangnails  are  all 
that's  in  store  for  you  this  month,  lose  the 
existential  fit  and  remember  this,  "it  would 
not  be  worthwhile  being  the  devil  if  one 
had  not  diabolical  vigour." 
Scorpio  October  23-november  21 
Little  exotic  beast,  curl  away  that  venom- 
ous tail  of  yours  and  settle  yourself  into  a 
pattern  of  decadence  that  everyone  else 
can  live  with. 

Sagittarius  november  22-december  20 
"Say  there  mister,  think  you  could  tell 

me  where  I'd  find  a  watering  hole  in  this 

icy  city  big  enough  for  a  girl  with  a  thirst 

like  mine?" 

The  gentleman  obliged  with  pleasure 
As  did  I. 

Capricorn  december  21-january  19 
Get  out  of  that  charming  little  nest  you've 
created  for  yourself  and  find  someone  in 
sexy  lingerie  to  share  it  with.  Don't  be  shy, 
it's  no  secret  you  have  a  penchant  for  oily 
satin. 

AqHarlU,'!  January  20-february  18 
Floating  in  your  ocean  tidal  wave  are 
countless  pieces  of  debris  collected 
throughout  the  past  year.  1  encourage  you 
to  abandon  this  flotsam  and  jetsam  and 
enjoy  a  much  deserved  moment  of  peace 
and  clairvoyance  in  your  still  waters. 
Pisces  february  19-march  19 
In  a  west-end  town,  Sasha  the  Russian  sits 
at  a  deli  bar  with  his  secretary  Ivlarjorie 
and  her  manic  Dalmatian.  They  are  too  en- 
grossed in  erotic  literature  and  iced  mango 
drinks  to  anticipate  the  arrival  of  a  mes- 
senger. 


QUIZ: 
FOREPLAY 

V  J 

1.  Your  definition  of  foreplay  Is: 

a)  Beer. 

b)  Playing  the  harpsichord  with  your  genitals  again. 

c)  Cutting  off  your  fingers  with  a  rusty  hacksaw! 

d)  Heavy  pelting...of  her  budgie  /  walrus. 

e)  Yourpost-coilal  cigarette. 

2.  How  long  should  foreplay  Ideally  last? 

a)  -  mach  3. 

b)  10  seconds. 

c)  Your  entire,  entire  life. 

d)  Hmmm.  ..peanut  butter. 

e)  Real  swingers  don't  wear  watches  in  bed. 

3.  If  during  foreplay,  your  lover  is  forcibly 
defenestrated  you  should: 

a)  Keep  on  going  as  if  nothing  has  happened. 

b)  Leap  out  of  the  window  behind  them. 

c)  Hmm... peanut  butter. 

d)  Why  would  you  want  to  be  depenetrated? 

e)  You  pervert. 

4.  What  should  you  do  after  foreplay? 

a)  fiveplay. 

b)  twoply, 

c)  multiply. 

d)  regenerate,  like  the  Borg. 

e)  It.  It.  It.  It.  It.  It.  It.  It.  (etc). 


5.  If  you  had  to  engage  in  foreplay  with  Napoleon  would 
you: 

a)  tickle  his  earlobes. 

b)  Dress  him  up  as  goldilocks. 

c)  Stick  his  hand  in  another  snug  glove. 

d)  He's  dead,  pervert. 

e)  So? 

6.  Foreplay  is  best.. 

a)  No  it  isn't. 

b)  Very  luscious.  Very  rocking. 

c)  Upside  down. 

d)  During  "War  and  Peace". 

e)  Any  time  is  foreplay  time!  Just  ask  the  Pope! 

7.  Which  of  the  7  deadly  sins  best  describes  your  for*, 
play  technique? 

a)  greed. 

b)  sioth. 

c)  pride. 

d)  the  one  about  sticks. 

e)  absence. 

Score  10  points  for  each  question  you  answered  "a",  0 
points  for  anything  else.  If  you  scored...congratulations. 
However,  if  you  made: 

i)  0  -  10  points.  Call  Dr.  Ruth  collect,  or  talk  sex  with  Sue 
(you  know,  Sue). 

ii)  10  -  20  points.  Sod  off,  you  apathetic  Mr  Average  type 
person.Go  away. You  tire  me  so. 

iii)  20  -  30  points.  What's  my  phone  number? 


Pipe  Dreams 


by  NaUianiel  VVoolteSW"  V'  j 

,'u'r[r»r'"f  !•  '^>^Sinni,g  of  human  clrilizatlon  it.  imporianc.  in  agricul- 

fure,  transportafon,  and  economic  development  unparalleled  by  an.v  other  resource  (including  petroleum)  The 
To'T,  M  ™H        H  :  ^""'^  f"™'"  (CTA)  r«uUnelv  con.un,e3  360  litre.  fflO  gallons,  ICjlZX  dav 

H         I' m""™  "  '^"^S  population  (2.9  millions)  with  fresh  „a,ar.  and  treatment  ofindustriai 

and  Imusehoid  sewage  metro's  aaswcr  has  been  major  engineering  projects 

:  The  Pipe  Dreanis  eAiWt  at  iMetro  Archives  I.  a  revealing  look  at  the  historj  ofjjaler  and  inlVa- 

^  slrnrture  development  m  the  GTA>  The  exhibition  includes  information  text  with  large  black  and  VvUte  phot'.,: 
graphs  dep,ct,„g  the  construction  of  the  rat  maze  of  water  supply  and  sanitation  -  storm  sewer  pipelines.  Also  on 
dLsplay  IS  a  water  elllclent  toilet  whicit  uses  far  less  water  than  conventional  toilets  with  consume  up  to  20  litr.s 
per  flush.  The  toilet  is  accompanied  by  an  enoraou-t  rusty  steel  pipe. 

:  The  must-see  exhibition  provides  valuable  inslgljt  into  the  foUv  of  human  engineering  thence  tlte  title  Pipe 

Drearads)  and  th,  "end  of  pipe"  solntion  to  polluHon  problems.  All  who  attend  will  get  a  rare  glimpse  of  the 
infrastructureof  uiir  city,  ^  prior  uiidfrstanUiBg  i)(  global-regional  sclue  fresh  water  issues  is  helpful. 

i  Themajonly  of  the  earth  strMh  water  is  prohibitively  salty  (97%)  and  only  3%  is  fresh  watc,  and  of  all  the 

;  tresh  water,  75%  is  frozen  in  the  polar  ice  caps.  n>e  Great  Lakes  are  endowed  with  20%  of  the  planet's  water 
budget.  Instead  of  carefiilly  stewarding  its  sustainability  we  continue  on  a  path  of  resource  abuse. 

The  sewage  treatment  plants  built  to  cleanse  water  actually  release  signlHcant  amounts  of  phosphorus 
heavy  metals  and  organicchcraicals.  In  addtion,  treatment  of  sewage  uses  three  times  the  amount  of  energy 
required  to  bring  it  to  your  piss  pot.  If  water  consumption  is  not  curbed  Metro  will  be  forced  to  aUocate  billions 
more  for  sewage  treatment  plants  like  the  one  which  serves  the  Uiversity  of  Toronto.  A  part  of  everyone  of  us  is 
there  or  has  passes  its  way  into  the  Lake, 

JV  "Pipe  Dreams"  is  a  bold  attempt  at  confronUng  out  shyness  over  this  issue.  Our  ?out  of  sight,  out  of  mind" 

mentality  Is  no  longer  acceptob>-  Simple  solutions  (se  water  lips  below)  along  with  fundamental  shilts  in  our  . 

l  approach  to  water  Issues  roust  oc.,..  Water  conservation  and  efflcicncj  of  use  must  replace  the  htslurical  trend"  ii 

1.  towards  increased  water  consumption  and  waste  water  generation. 

Vvalcrlips  ^ 

I)  t.  se  water  saver  shower  heads,  toilet  dams,  tap  aerSors 
:  2)11  Its  yellow  let  It  mellow,  if  its  brown.  Hush  it  down 

■  3)  bsc  envini-fnendly  cleaning  products  like  vinegar,  baki 
I  4)  Don't  Use  toxic  bleach  in  laundry  or  cleaning  products 

S)  water  plants  with  nutrient  rich  dish  water 

■  <i,  Don't  drink  hnported  water  such  os  livion  because  if  i- 
arguably  drinkable. 


